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Leona glided quietly down the hall, her sheer 
black negligee trailing after her, her perfumed 
body glowing in the diffused light. She stopped 
a few feet from Cameron’s door to check her 
appearance in a wall mirror, a satisfied smile 
forming on her scarlet lips as her fingertips 
caressed the lustrous sheen of her ebony hair. 

She moved soundlessly to the door and paused, 
listening to the muted sounds of masculine mur- 
murs and feminine giggles. A tremor of antici- 
pation raced through her as she eased the door 
open and stepped into her husband’s bedroom. 

They were on the bed, naked and flushed, kiss- 
ing and caressing one another, For a moment, 
neither of them were aware of her presence and 
Leona was able to enjoy the sight of them to- 
gether. Then Cameron turned his head and saw 
her. Leona smiled, her excitement mounting, her 
body tingling. “I hope I'm not intruding.” 

The young girl squealed in surprise but Cam- 
eron calmed her with a reassuring caress. “Re- 
lax,” he murmured, “What do you want, Leona?” 

“Can't you guess?” 
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CHAPTER ONE 


SHE WAS BEAUTIFUL. Even the pictures that stared 
back at her from the four walls of the huge bedroom 
were in complete agreement. Pictures of herself in a 
dozen different poses—they too were beautiful. She 
almost wished there were a few nudes among them. 
Then she could just sit here and look around and 
see how truly lovely she— 

“Ma’am?” 

“Hmm? what is it, Poppy?” 

“Oh. Didn’t you call me ma’am? I thought I heard 
you say something and then when I looked over, you 
were kind of smiling and nodding your head...” 

“No, I didn’t call you. But I was smiling, I suppose. 
Even laughing out loud, perhaps—and with good 
reason, Tell me, Poppy, do you think I’m beautiful?” 

“Ma'am?” 

“Don't look so shocked. I merely asked a ques- 
tion.” 

“Yes, ma’am. You're sure beautiful. Most beautiful 
lady I ever worked for.” 
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“Really? Come now, Poppy, you can’t mean that. 
How about the time you worked for the gorgeous 
blonde model in——” 

“Hmph! That one. She was beautiful, all right. But 
let me tell you, ma’am, she sure wasn’t no lady.” 

“Poppy, youre priceless. Come. Undress me now.” 

“Yes, ma'am.” 

And with her coffee-skinned maid crouched at her 
feet, she sighed and let her gaze sweep across the 
pictures once again. The beautiful Leona Sinclair. 
Photographs. Portraits. A glossy print of that un- 
posed news-shot at the airport—windblown and 
flower-laden, the glamorous Mrs. Sinclair getting on 
a plane at Idlewild. 

Oh, if it were only a beauty contest... 

But it wasn’t going to be a beauty contest, of 
course. Far from it. Perhaps this legendary glamor 
of hers might even turn into something of a detri- 
ment in the long run. Good looks weren't exactly 
considered necessary in big business. 

She stirred languidly, wriggling her toes. Her 
shoes were off now and the maid’s gentle fingers 
were gliding up to loosen the nylon stockings from 
their garter-catches. Deftly, though, and with only 
the tiniest hint of anything that smacked of a caress, 
And even that could have been construed as purely 
accidental. Poppy knew her place. 

“Poppy?” 

“Ma’am? Uh—let me get the zipper.” 

Leona twisted around, allowing the girl to con- 
tinue her task, “Poppy, if I were entered in a contest 
would you vote for me?” 
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“Sure, ma’am. Like I said, you’re the most——” 

“No, I don’t mean a beauty contest. Something 
more important than that. Suppose I were running 
for office, for instance.” 

“For office? Like mayor, you mean?” 

“Um, well, not exactly, But something like it. 
Would I get your vote?” 

“Yes’m, you sure would. Two-three times if they'd 
let me. Seems like the menfolks are always making a 
mess of things. Maybe a smart woman could get 
the mess straightened out.” 

Leona raised her arms, chuckling as the dress was 
shucked off over her head. Too bad she twasn’t run- 
ning for mayor; she would have had one vote, at 
least. 

“Ma’am...uh—are you really going to run for 
office?” 

“No, of course not.” 

“Oh. But I thought you said——” 

“Don’t worry about it. Here, I'll do the rest. Go 
and run a tub, will you? Give me lots of bubbles.” 

“Yes'm.” The girl stepped back somewhat reluc- 
tantly. “But you just had a bath a little while ago. 
Before dinner.” 

“I know. Nevertheless, I want another.” Casually, 
Leona gestured toward the door leading to the ad- 
joining bedroom. “I have a feeling I may go visiting 
tonight.” 

“Oh. Yesm. But I thought you and Mr, Sin- 
clair—” 

“Hush, Poppy. Go run that tub for me.” 

The maid scampered away, and presently the gush 
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of water sounded from the bathroom. Wrapped in 
semi-reverie, Leona peeled off her remaining lingerie 
and lit a cigarette. Poppy noticed things, of course— 
perhaps the girl was even jealous. A good personal 
maid always looked upon her mistress as private 
property. And Poppy was definitely no exception. 

Still, it was a positive clue, Leona realized. The 
fact that she was about to invade the bedroom of her 
husband had upset the girl. Or at least puzzled her. 
Certainly, then, this was a weakness in the Leona 
Sinclair image. A married woman was supposed to be 
a loyal and loving wife—and any wisp of evidence to 
the contrary would be damaging. A loving mother 
would have been even better, but that, of course, 
couldn't be helped. And even if it could have been, 
she sure wasn't interested in making the effort at this 
late stage of the game. She needed her figure. She 
couldn't afford to look like a dumpy child-bearing 
housewife. 

These breasts, for instance. Would they have stood 
the test of time like this if they had suckled infants? 
The slender waist and firm-fleshed hips, The creamy 
complexion. The long, tapering legs that were the 
delight of news photographers. Would this body 
have been so beautiful if it had spawned a swarm of 
brats? 

Of course not. Nor would the Leona Sinclair im- 
age have been so glamorous. And if there was one 
thing in her favor, it was glamor. Not the movie-star 
variety, naturally, but the kind of dignified glamor 
that comes unaccompanied by even the slightest 
breath of gossip or scandal. 
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Which made it imperative, then, that doubts such 
as Poppy’s would have to be erased. Let nothing tar- 
nish the image. From now on, Leona and Cameron 
Sinclair would be sharing their siestas with a great 
more regularity. For appearance’s sake, happy matri- 
mony was an absolute must. 

“Ma’am? Tub’s ready.” 

“Uh-huh.” Leona padded to the bathroom, aware 
of the girl’s eyes upon her nudity. 

“You want I should stay and help you?” 

Leona hesitated, lowering herself into the foam- 
filled tub before answering. She needed to be alone. 
To think. For all its. pre-planning, the decision she 
had reached was still a bit staggering and she had 
yet to absorb it completely. 

But she needed to talk also. To put her decision 
into spoken words and thus commit herself—irrevo- 
cably—to the business of carrying it out. Yes, irrevo- 
cably. Merely telling Cameron wasn’t going to be 
enough this time; after all, Cameron was her husband 
and he had heard her mention it often. Too often, 
perhaps. As usual he would probably shrug it off 
as some kind of pipe-dream. 

“Ma'am?” 

“Hmm? Oh, Yes, Poppy. Please stay.” 

Irrevocably, then, Because it was no longer a pipe- 
dream. The decision had been made and the outside 
world had to be told about it. True, it was a big 
world and the cute little coffee-skinned maid was 
only an infinitesimal part of it. But once the words 
were said aloud—even if only to Poppy—the decision 
would have to be regarded as final. 
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Final. With no backtracking... 

Leona slipped lower in the tub, lifting one leg 
high. Gracefully pointed, the red-tipped toes of the 
white foot gleamed above the pyramid of sparkling 
froth. Eagerly, Poppy set to work, bending to soap 
the smooth flesh thoroughly. As if it were a labor of 
love, As if the job was a joy rather than menial 
drudgery. 

Quivering slightly at the pressure of the busy 
fingers, Leona watched her. Poppy was such a jewel. 
So entirely wrapped up in the welfare of her adored 
mistress. And suddenly it seemed only right that the 
girl should be the first to know of the momentous 
decision. 

“Poppy?” 

“Ma'am?” 

“How would you like to work for a company presi- 
dent?” 

“Company president?” The maid looked puzzled. 
“Ma’am, I—I don’t understand. I like it here. I don’t 
want to go to work for nobody else.” 

“You won't have to. You'll be working for me. But 
‘ not here at Stonecrest, or at least not so much of 
the time. The central office of the company is in 
Chicago, and that’s where we'll be. You see, Poppy, 
I've just made up my mind. I’m going to be the next 
president of Muller Industries.” 

“Oh. Yes'm.” The girl nodded, dropping the well- 
soaped foot to pluck the other out of the foam. Sud- 
denly she gasped and her eyes went wide, “Ma'am! 
did you say you were going to—” 

Leona’s fit of giggles cut her short. “Poppy, Poppy, 
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you're marvelous. You'll make the best personal maid 
any company president ever had. Although I doubt 
very much if there are many presidents who have 
had one.” 

“No, ma’am. Being president of a company like 
Muller Industries—well, that’s a job for menfolks, 
isn’t it?” 

Leona’s laughter faded. For a long moment she 
peered at the dubious expression on the maid’s face. 
Then, breaking the silence softly, almost reproach- 
fully, “Et tu, Brute...” 

“Ma'am?” 

“It’s nothing, Poppy. Talking to myself, I guess. 
Wondering how many more times I’m going to hear 
it said that running Muller Industries is a man’s 
job.” 

“Yes'm. I never heard of no lady presidents. Uh— 
you're not just joshing me, are you?” 

“Joshing?” Leona took a deep breath. “No, I’m 
quite serious. As a matter of fact, I made up my mind 
about it only a few minutes ago. It’s something that 
would have pleased my father very much, and I've 
thought about it for a long time. Ever since he died, 
really. I believe I have all the necessary qualifica- 
tions and [——” 

She broke off abruptly. Good grief, what was she 
doing? Her hat hadn’t yet landed in the Board of 
Directors’ ring, and already she was making a speech. 
And to her maid, of all people. 

“Poppy, you may go now. I've got some deep 
thinking to do, so I'll just lie here and soak awhile.” 

The girl looked hurt. “Yes, ma’am. But don’t you 
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want me to help you? I'll have to stay and rinse out 
the tub, anyway.” 

“That won't be necessary. I'll take care of it. Just 
run along to your own room now.” 

“Yes’m.” 

“And by the way, Poppy, you can forget about 
what I just told you. About taking over Muller In- 
dustries, I mean. I'm going to do it, but it’s still a 
secret. I haven’t even told my husband about it. 
There now, aren’t you pleased? You were the first 
to know.” 

“Yes, ma'am, Thank you, ma’am.” Shaking her 
head in obvious perplexity, the girl dried her hands 
and traipsed off. 

Leona stretched lazily, forcing herself to relax. 
A long soak in the warm tub would work wonders for 
her mind. And for her body too. A nice long soak. 
Because both her mind and her body were going to 
be quite necessary in the coming visit to the adjoin- 
ing bedroom. Cameron would undoubtedly do his 
level best to try to talk her out of the venture. 

And she needed his help, not hindrance. 

Oh, she would get it, of course. Cameron would 
kick up a fuss—as usual—but in the end he would 
swing over to her side. Cameron was weak, and she 
knew only too well how to take advantage of his 
weakness. 

A little shiver ran the length of her spine. Cam- 
eron’s weakness. How long was it since she had last 
bedded down with him? A week? No—two was more 
like it. Poor Cammie—he was probably dying for 
her. Dying for the word or significant glance that 
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would tell him this was going to be one of those 
nights. 

Yes, this would be a night neither of them would 
forget. But not merely because of sex. Oh no. This 
night would mark the true beginning of the cam- 
paign that would eventually put her in her rightful 
place. The place where she belonged. After all, who 
but the daughter of Leon Muller had any better right 
to sit in the president’s chair and direct the multi- 
million-dollar operations of Muller Industries? 
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CHAPTER TWO 


In panty high-heeled mules and a sheer black neg- 
ligee, Leona took final stock of herself in the full- 
length mirror. Her body, bathed and perfumed, was 
ready. Her face, lovely enough in its natural state, 
had been transformed into a vision of sultry sexiness 
by the painstaking application of cosmetics. Loose 
and lustrous, with a single silver streak, her ebony 
hair flowed down behind her shoulders in a rippling, 
glinting cascade that set off her creamy skin. 

She smiled in satisfaction. Perhaps it wasn’t quite 
perfect, this picture framed in the mirror. Certainly 
the mouth was a trifle full, especially the near-pout- 
ing lower lip. And the cheekbones were just a shade 
too prominent. But despite whatever might have 
been lacking for ideal classic beauty, Leona was 
pleased. All in all, she was a voluptuous creature. 

Just the way Cameron liked her. 

Including the costume. The slightly overdone 
makeup and the extravagantly administered per- 
fume. The sheer negligee that let her flesh gleam 
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through its gauzy transparency. The high heels that 
did so much for her calves and ankles. And last but 
by no means least, the film of scarlet lip-rouge so 
meticulously painted upon the haloed nipples of her 
breasts, 

Oh yes, Cameron would go wild. 

And so would any man. Too bad she couldn’t do 
her company politicking dressed like this. But alas, 
such a thing was impossible. This was the private 
image of Leona Sinclair, the one which would never 
appear in the public eye. Yet, in a way, it was still 
part of her campaign. Cameron didn’t know it, but 
he was about to be cajoled into casting an affirmative 
ballot. The Sinclair household was about to take a 
straw poll. 

And it had to be unanimous... 

She tapped lightly on the connecting door and 
then pushed it open. The look in his eyes told her all 
she needed to know. Cameron was a gone goose. In 
this, the boudoir phase of her politicking, he had 
about as much chance as a sardine at a barracuda 
convention, 

“Leona, dear. Come in, come in. Drink?” 

“Please. A brandy, I think.” 

“Brandy. Fine idea. I'll join you.” 

Leona tossed herself upon his bed, propping her 
back against the tufted headboard. Eyelids half- 
closed, she watched him fussing over the well- 
stocked liquor cabinet, measuring and pouring as if 
she were his guest rather than his wife. Years of mar- 
riage notwithstanding, Cameron still loved playing 
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the genial host for her. As if some inbred gentility 
demanded such courtliness on his part. 

From her lounging position she could see numer- 
ous reflections of both her husband and herself, 
Cameron was fond of mirrors, and the walls of his 
room were practically lined with them. The atmos- 
phere of the place was foppish almost to the point 
of effeminacy. ; 

Yet there was nothing effeminate about Cameron 
himself. He was tall and well-knit, suntanned and 
tallow-haired, and he looked every inch a man. In 
his orately brocaded robe he was remarkably hand- 
some—even elegant—but not effeminate, 

Cameron Sinclair was an aristocrat. A few hun- 
dred years ago one of his forebears had slipped and 
wet his feet leaping from the Mayflower to Plymouth 
Rock, and since that time no one of Sinclair blood 
had ever been allowed to forget it, And if Leona 
had her way no one in the future would forget it, 
either, Especially the immediate future. Cameron 
was positively perfect for the role he was about to 
play. 

She giggled as the thought struck her. Hmm, what 
would they call such a role? The president’s hus- 
band? 

“Your drink, dear.” Cameron handed her the bandy 
inhaler, “And what, pray tell, are you grinning 
about?” 

“You, darling.” She buried her nose in the huge 
crystal goblet. “Mmm, good. The private-stock Na- 
poleon?” 

“The best. For you—always, Although why Na- 
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poleon should get the credit, Ill never know, The 
man was an absolute peasant. He had no knowledge 
of good cognac.” Cameron took a sip and sat down 
on the edge of the bed. “But you still haven't an- 
swered my question. Why all the laughter?” 

“Not laughter, dear. Happiness. I was just looking 
at you and realizing how lucky I am.” 

“Oh? After all these years?” 

“Now more than ever. Cam, you'll be perfect.” 

“I'm sure I will. But as what?” 

Her expression sobered. And with her eyes gazing 
directly into his, she let him have it. “As the husband 
of the next president of Muller Industries.” 

His face darkened. “Leona, that again?” 

“Not again. Still.” 

“But I thought we thrashed it out—” 

“Cameron, wait. I know youre going to make ob- 
jections, and I’m certainly going to listen to them. 
But I may as well tell you in advance—my mind is 
made up. This is the year.” 

“You can’t really mean it.” 

“Can't I? You'll see.” 

“Damn! And I thought I had it licked. Leona, how 
do you get rid of a ghost? How do you—oh hell, what 
is that word—exorcise? Yes, that’s it. Exorcise. How 
does one exorcise a ghost?” 

“Cameron, what are you talking about?” 

“Don’t you know, my dear? A ghost. The ghost. 
The one that haunts you and me and all of Stone- 
crest. Every room of this house. The ghost of Leon 
Muller.” 

“Oh, that’s ridiculous.” 
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“Is it? Darling, you don’t really want to run the 
company. All you want is to prove something to your 
dead father.” 

“Oh, come now—” 

“Leona, please. At the risk of hurting your feel- 
ings, I'm going to have to say it. Up until now I 
haven't paid much attention one way or the other to 
your talk of taking over the company. I figured it 
was just a stage that you'd eventually get over. But 
I know you too well, dear, and when you say you've 
made up your mind, well, I believe it. So I have to 
speak my piece.” 

“Okay. Speak it.” 

“All right. Throughout his lifetime Leon Muller 
was a ruthless robber baron who always got what he 
went after. He built Muller Industries and he put 
together the Muller newspaper chain—and in doing 
so, he let nothing stand in his way. Harsh as my 
judgment of him sounds, I think you'll admit it’s an 
accepted fact of history now. In business, your father 
was a tyrant.” 

“I—I'm not denying it.” 

“But for all his wealth and power Leon Muller 
still didn’t get the one thing he wanted most. A son. 
A male heir to perpetuate his name and carry on at 
the head of his corporate empire. You're aware of 
that, aren’t you?” 

“Of course.” Leona shrugged. “So he got me in- 
stead,” 

“Yes. And he loved you—I'm sure of it. But to a 
man like Leon Muller it made a difference. When 
his only child was born a female he lost his one 
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chance to found a dynasty. In that way you were a 
disappointment to your father. Worse yet, you mar- 
ried me—which turned out to be another disappoint- 
ment, since I have neither the ability nor the desire 
to dabble in big business.” 

“Cameron, why are you raking over—” 

“Let me finish, dear. But I may as well come right 
to the point, I suppose. Frankly, I believe you're try- 
ing to prove something that’s totally unnecessary. 
You're trying to prove you're as good as any son 
might have been. And that’s the only reason why you 
want control of Muller Industries.” 

“Okay. So what’s wrong with that?” 

“Everything, Leona—can’t you see that? Leon 
Muller is dead. Why must you change your entire 
existence—and mine too—just to please a ghost?” 

“I—I guess I have to...” A troubled expression 
flitted across her features. “Mainly because I am my 
father’s daughter.” 

“But it isn’t reason enough. The company is mak- 
ing money, Your share of the stock is bringing in 
dividends regularly. You're rich and respected. What 
more do you want?” 

“I want my rightful place.” 

“Leona, your rightful place is here with me. You're 
the mistress of Stonecrest. Between us, we have more 
money than we could ever possibly use. Can’t you 
relax and enjoy it? Do you have to spend your life 
eaten up by this silly ambition of yours?” 

“It isn’t silly. And even if you think it is, well, I 
just can’t help myself.” 

“Then you're determined to go ahead with it?” 
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“Yes, Cameron. All the way. Will you help me?” 

“Til have to, I suppose. I can’t fight you Leona— 
you know that. No more than I could have fought old 
Leon. If your mind is already made up, then that’s 
that,” 

“You're not showing much enthusiasm.” 

“Give me time. Let me get used to the idea. It’s 
going to be a tough row to hoe, Leona. You've man- 
aged to live down your father’s highhanded reputa- 
tion with the public, but the Board of Directors still 
remember what he was like. Paul Kling, for instance, 
and that crowd. And old Luther Bedford, of course. 
He’s stepping down from the chair to go into poli- 
tics, but he still carries a lot of weight. If you can’t 
swing Bedford your way, you don’t stand a chance. 
Have you thought about that?” 

“Certainly. I'm not going into this thing blind, 
you know. As a matter of fact, I've already had a few 
surveys made among the rank and file of the stock- 
holders. It boils down to this, Cameron. There are 
four—exactly four—roadblocks ahead of me. Paul 
Kling, Basil Hutton, Sam Englander—and of course, 
Luther Bedford. Among them they can amass 
enough proxy votes to retain control. Which means 
that I'm going to have to get them on my side. Even 
if I have to buy their loyalty.” 

“Nobody buys Luther Bedford.” 

“True...” Leona pursed her lips thoughtfully. 
“Bedford is the prime target, since he ranks so high 
with the others, But I think I know how to get to 
him.” 

“Oh? Dirty work?” 
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“The dirtiest, if I have to. Skulduggery, chicanery 
and what-have-you. Wrap it all together and it’s 
called big business.” She stirred restlessly and took 
another sip of brandy. “But all that comes later. To- 
night—well, tonight I only wanted to convince you. 
Have I?” 

“Um, not completely. But I'll go along.” 

“Fair enough. But now, no more talk of business.” 
Leona smiled slowly. “I've got something else on my 
mind.” 

“Oh? What?” 

In a deliberately seductive motion, she let one 
dimpled knee peep out enticingly from between the 
folds of the negligee. “The same thing that’s on your 
mind, my darling.” 

“Leona...” 

Her voice was a whisper. “Would you like to?” 

“Yes. Oh yes, you know I would.” Already his body 
was trembling. “Dearest, it’s been such a long time.” 

“I know. Too long.” She held out her empty glass. 
“But first get me some more cognac.” 

Silence fell. Hot, thick, anticipatory silence that 
turned the room into some kind of sex-charged 
sanctum. Leona watched him pour the brandy, his 
hands shaking in excitement. Such a strange man, 
this husband of hers. So handsome, so masculine— 
and yet with this bizarre quirk that seemed to 
change him into another person in moments like this. 
He was like an awkward schoolboy now, meek and 
shy and hopefully submissive. 

It was his weakness. 

And in a way, her strength. Cam was in her power. 
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Cameron Sinclair—aristocrat by birth—on the sur- 
face, the perfect mate for the daughter of Leon 
Muller. But beneath the surface, her chattel. Her 
toy. Her plaything. 

He came toward her. She took the brandy glass and 
drained it dry in a series of gulps. The tart taste was 
cool to her tongue and warm as it glided down her 
throat. It was reaching her, making her head spin, 
inciting her flesh, 

She set the goblet upon the bedside table. Then 
—slowly, indolently—she extended her hand to him. 
“Now!” 

He sank to his knees, And then his mouth, frenzied 
and yet somehow almost fearful, was kissing her 
fingers. Sliding up her arm to seek the rouged tips 
of her breasts. Kissing and mouthing and paying 
homage to her receptive flesh. 

Leona moaned, All hers. Her husband. Her shy 
boy. To have and to hold. To possess, All hers. Soon 
she would curl her fingers in that yellow hair and 
crush his face into the intimacies of her body. Soon 
the creamy skin of her thighs would be quivering 
under those eager lips. Those avid lips that ca- 
ressed and breathed fire in the same instant. 

Languorously she shifted her body to allow one 
leg to dangle over the side of the bed, Then, in an 
abrupt movement, the limb stiffened and the arched 
foot pointed. Imperiously now, and in a tone that 
defied contradiction, she made her demands known. 

There was no contradiction. No resistance. The 
ardent mouth offered its tribute and silently begged 
for the privilege of offering even more, 
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Leona’s fingers delved into his thick crop of hair, 
twining among the locks gently and yet with a cer- 
tain touch of authority. There would be a moment, 
she knew, when this meek man of hers would at- 
tempt to rise up in rebellion and regain some degree 
of masculine dominance. And she would be ready. 

The moment came. 

While Leona, hips arching and thighs straining, 
took extreme pleasure in the knowledge that her con- 
quest was complete. Again she had quelled the re- 
volt which threatened to destroy the relationship she 
had nurtured so carefully. 

It had happened before, this sudden reversion to 
vigorous virility. And it puzzled her. Some day, per- 
haps, in an unguarded moment, she would ask him 
why he did it. Why—at the very height of her ecstasy 
—he insisted upon struggling to reverse their posi- 
tions and take over the dominant role. 

But for now, well, there was no need for questions 
and answers. The little mutiny was over and she was 
reaping the fruits of her victory. 

Cameron was weak. Handsome and lovable and 
engagingly urbane with those polished mannerisms 
of his. But weak. And his very weakness made him 
the perfect foil for her strength. Even tonight, only 
a short while ago, all his eloquence had availed him 
nothing. His case had been well-stated, to be sure; 
his analysis of how she felt about her father had 
been only too accurate. And yet in the end it had all 
come out exactly as she had predicted it would. 
Cameron was on her side. The campaign was on and 
she had taken her first hurdle in fine fashion. 
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A tiny sob sounded. Then a sigh... 

Leona shuddered delicately, careful not to dis- 
lodge that zealous mouth from the final fulfillment of 
its obligation. Of all the hurdles on the way to the 
company presidency, she was sure that none would 
be quite as pleasurable as this one. She only hoped 
that the remaining obstacles might be no less trouble 
some. 


CHAPTER THREE 


LEONA TOOLED HER sports car through the country- 
side, resisting the urge to push the accelerator pedal 
to the floor. A ticket for speeding would have been 
no great problem; in fact, once she was identified 
it was doubtful whether any state or county patrol- 
man would have even bothered to write one. But 
she was taking no chances—the Leona Sinclair image 
had to be kept pure and blemish-free at all costs, 

Her journey was in keeping with the image. As an 
alumna of Fairfax College, she was about to gather 
reams of excellent publicity. The Muller newspapers, 
of course, would give her headlines, but even the 
rival sheets would be forced to make some mention 
of her visit to the campus. Fairfax, after all, was the 
most fashionable girls’ school in the state, and a 
speech by the well-known Leona Sinclair would in- 
deed be considered newsworthy. 

But the speech was a secondary issue. No one else 
was aware of that fact, naturally, not even Cameron. 
A lot of clandestine plotting and planning had gone 
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into this little junket. A small amount of detective 
work and a large amount of speculation. All she 
needed now was a bit of luck. 

Not that luck hadn’t been with her at the outset. 
Luther Bedford might have sent his beloved grand- 
daughter to college elsewhere, even to some school 
in the East. But no—Enid Bedford was a freshman 
at Fairfax. And even there the girl might have joined 
some other sorority. But no—Enid Bedford was a 
Gamma Delta pledge, Leona’s old sorority. The best 
sorority in the best school—perhaps it wasn’t luck 
at all, but merely an indication that the youngster 
had good taste. 

Anyway, the reason didn’t matter. Stunningly 
dressed and seething with an innner excitement, 
Leona was on her way to Fairfax to investigate the 
next hurdle in her path. No one could buy the up- 
right and unimpeachable Luther Bedford, but then 
again no man was truly invulnerable, In every suit 
of armor there had to be a chink. 

Leona, you're a bitch... 

Of course. What else could the daughter of Leon 
Muller be? The old pirate had taught her all his 
tricks, and he would have been proud to see how 
well she had learned them. Dirty tricks, certainly, 
but wasn’t that the way of the world? Yes, her dear 
old father was probably laughing in his grave right 
now. 

Hunching over the wheel, Leona goosed the gas 
pedal. She was nearing Fairfax, and any cop who 
stopped her now would have only offered himself 
and his motorcycle as an escort for the rest of the 
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trip. Cops knew on-which side their bread was but- 
tered. Some of the smart ones even managed to 
butter both sides, 

Like businessmen... 

Paul Kling, for one. Sam Englander and Basil 
Hutton—oh, they were smart bastards, all right. But 
they could be reached. All she had to do was dig 
through the layers of mud and press the right but- 
tons and they would deliver. One way or another, 
when the time came she would get to them. 

But even they stood in awe of Old Luther. With- 
out the approval of Luther Bedford she would get 
nowhere. The same Luther Bedford who had fought 
tooth-and-nail against Leon Muller. The direct ap- 
proach wouldn’t stand a chance, of course, Bedford 
would remember only too well that Leona Sinclair 
was her father’s daughter. And in his somewhat as- 
cetic personal life there was no mud to dig through 
and no buttons to press. 

Which made it imperative, then, that this Fairfax 
venture turn out well. Perhaps she would find no 
buttons to press on Enid Bedford either. But what 
sorority girl couldn’t be persuaded to take a little 
mudbath now and then? 

Chuckling, Leona recalled her own college years. 
Mud? Good grief, slime was more like it. Oozy, de- 
licious slime. The Fairfax regulations were so strict 
that a girl hardly dared to be seen in the company 
of a boy. But in the hushed bedrooms behind closed 
doors, the sorority sisters found bizarre means of 
compensation. Little kisses and caresses that started 
out all in fun but soon developed into thrilling ad- 
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ventures, Tiny touches of fingers and lips that 
soothed away the loneliness of a lass in a manless 
existence, 

All in fun, of course. 

But such fun. And if her own education was any 
criterion, Leona was sure that her journey would be 
worthwhile. The snootier the sorority, the thicker 
the slime—and at Fairfax College the Gamma Deltas 
were still the snootiest, 

And rightly so, too. After all, hadn’t benevolent 
multimillionaire Leon Muller donated a small for- 
tune just to build them the best house on the cam- 
pus? And didn’t Leona Sinclair write a check once 
a year to pay for its upkeep? 

Hmm, it was about time she got back a little 
something on that particular investment. About time 
someone in the sorority got around to paying off. 
And not just someone, either, but a certain someone 
named Enid Bedford... 

At the Gamma Delta house, Leona got the red- 
carpet treatment. Lunch, introductions, a complete 
tour—and since her speech was scheduled for late 
afternoon in the main auditorium, she took full ad- 
vantage of her immediate opportunities. She met 
Enid Bedford, of course, but it was accomplished 
quite casually. Just a brief handclasp. The girl was 
cute and blonde and obviously impressed by so 
august a personage, but her status as a mere pledge 
kept her pretty much in the background. 

Which was fine, as far as Leona was concerned. 
Exactly what she wanted. A casual how-do-you-do, 
and no more. Not until the trap was ready to be 
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sprung would she have further use for Old Luther's 
granddaughter. What was needed now was the right 
person to bait and set the trap. But as the minutes 
ticked by, she kept running into unforeseen difficul- 
ties. 

The housemother was something of a drip, an 
obsequious and doltish woman who stayed out of 
the way and let the girls run things to suit them- 
selves. The sorority president took charge—and she, 
of course, should have been the logical choice for 
the position of trap-setter. But the girl was less than 
beautiful and not overly intelligent, and after a 
while Leona began to find her somewhat distasteful. 
Worse yet, the girl insisted upon showing her around 
and did not allow her to circulate freely among 
the others. 

Until—quite unexpectedly—matters took a turn for 
the better, Out of breath and blushing with shame 
for her tardiness, the sorority vice-president arrived. 
Stacy North, her name was, and she was just as sorry 
as she could be for getting there so late. For skip- 
ping lunch and missing most of the great lady’s visit. 
But that darn nurse over at the infirmary had found 
a blank on her health record, some kind of toxoid 
shot that just had to be taken right then and there. 
And with that needle jabbing into her fanny she 
had practically fainted and that mean old nurse 
had made her stay in bed and before she knew it, 
well, all she could do was apologize to their honored 
guest and beg to be forgiven. 

Charming, Leona thought, positively charming. 
Slender and vivacious and just a trifle boyish. With 
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poodle-cut brown hair that looked sophisticatedly 
unkempt and wide-set brown eyes, 

The perfect choice... 

Leona wasted no time. “You're forgiven, young 
lady. But I can’t let you off quite that easily. Since 
you were lying down so long, you must be loaded 
with energy. Our poor president is just about worn 
out, so now it’s your turn to take over and play 
hostess to this old alumna.” 

Stacy North’s eyes sparkled. And the “poor presi- 
dent”—obviously pained by the brush-off—started to 
voice a protest. But Leona had found what she was 
looking for, and no stupid sorority official was going 
to get in her way. With scarcely a nod to the presi- 
dent she took the newcomer’s arm and carried her 
off. 

“Where to?” Stacy North said. 

“Out. Anywhere on the campus. Let’s just walk.” 

“But the other girls will” 

“Hush, Let's go...” Outside in the bright sun- 
shine, Leona drew a deep breath. “Stacy, you're a 
lifesaver. I was dying of sheer boredom back there. 
And with that damn speech of mine coming up in 
a half hour, I just couldn’t get relaxed.” 

“Oh, that’s right. Your speech. Missus Sinclair, 
maybe you'd like to be alone to prepare for it.” 

“No. I’m prepared. All I need is inspiration.” 

“Inspiration, Missus Sinclair?” : 

“Inspiration, Stacy. A nice stroll in the open air 
with someone as pretty and pleasant as you. And 
for heaven's sake, stop giving me that Missus Sin- 
clair routine. My name is Leona.” 
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The girl gasped audibly. “Yes... Leona.. e 

“After all, 1 happen to be a Gamma Delta, too, 
you know. As a matter of fact, I guess I was just 
about the wildest Gamma Delta in the history of 
the sorority.” 

“The wildest? I—I don’t understand.” 

“Don’t you?” A huge oak tree loomed in their 
path. Acting on impulse, Leona ducked into the 
shadow of its trunk and caught the girl’s face with 
both hands, cupping the smooth-skinned cheeks in 
her palms. “The wildest, Stacy. Just as I think you're 
the wildest in the bunch right now. Am I wrong?” 

Silence. While Leona waited, heart hammering, 
terribly conscious of the fear that she may have gone 
too far too fast, And then those perplexed brown 
eyes cleared and softened and a tiny pink tongue 
crept out to lick nervous lips and she knew that 
her first impression was correct and her impetuous 
gesture had worked. 

“No, No, Leona... you're not wrong...” 

“I'm glad.” Smiling, concealing her emotion, she 
dropped her hands. “Now I’m properly inspired. 
Come, my dear, lead me to the auditorium. Leona 
Sinclair is about to make a speech. Three bad jokes, 
a plea for higher standards among college girls, three 
more crummy gags—and it will all be over. Think 
you'll be able to tolerate it?” 

Stacy giggled. “You’re—you're marvelous.” 

“Of course I am. That’s what comes of being a 
wild Gamma Delta. Oh, you should hear the crazy 
deals we pulled. Like the time we surrounded the 
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housemother with—— No, I'd better not tell you that: 
one.” 

“Please. Oh, do go on.” 

“Td better not. Besides, I've got that speech com- 
ing up—and that’s one story that wouldn’t quite fit. 
Tell you what, though, come and visit me-at Stone- 
crest some time and I'll give you all the gory details. 
And believe me, they're gory.” 

“Stonecrest?” 

“The ancestral mansion. Complete with ghost. I’m 
serious, Stacy would you like to come for a week- 
end?” 

“You mean it? You're not just——” 

“I mean it. And to prove it, I'll send you a written 
invitation. In my own illegible scrawl. Let me see 
now, I have to fly to New York next week, but— 
well, how about the weekend of the seventeenth? 
Can you sign out to visit an old alumna?” 

“Yes, of course. Oh yes...I’d love to.” 

“Good. It’s a deal then. I'll put a note in the mail 
giving you the directions. And you can use it to get 
your housemother’s permission, All right?” 

“Wonderful.” 

“Fine. Now not another word. I'm working on my 
speech.” 

But as they moved toward the rapidly filling audi- 
torium, Leona was not thinking about her speech at - 
all. Her way with words had never yet failed her, 
and there would be time to compose it during the 
long-winded introduction that she knew to be in- 
evitable. No, the speech was only mildly important, 
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and this sudden rush of events was still uppermost 
in her mind. 

Enid Bedford. Cute and blonde. A pretty little 
bunny about to tumble into a trap. And now this 
one, Stacy North. If all went according to plan, the 
trap would be set. 

It would take time, of course. And more detective 
work. But that part of it would be no major prob- 
lem. She would know all about Stacy North within 
a week, All there was to know. Enough to make sure 
that her original estimate was right. 

The tricks of the trade, she thought. And she had 
learned them from the best trickster of them all. Oh 
yes, Leon Muller would have been proud of his 
daughter for this day’s work. And prouder still when 
her scheme achieved its end. 

But the girl—this lovely boyish creature walking 
along beside her so elatedly. A wild one—there was 
no doubt about it. Exciting. And certainly excitable. 
The way she had licked her lips back there in the 
shadow of the tree. Nervously—and yet provocative- 
ly. How quickly she had caught onl 

Abruptly, without being quite conscious of how 
it had come about, Leona found herself looking for- 
ward to the weekend of the seventeenth. Looking 
forward to it with definite delight. And with a feel- 
ing of impatience that was almost startling. 


CHAPTER FOUR 


Harry Duniap did not look like an electrical en- 
gineer. A trifle shorter and chunkier than the average 
young fellow, he had the solid muscles and athletic 
coordination that might have kept him in some form 
of outdoor work, or sport. With his crew-cut hair 
and rugged body, Harry Dunlap looked like the 
kind of man who should have been happily sniffing 
the fresh-air and umpiring a boys’ softball game. 

Certainly he was not at home in his present voca- 
tion. And he had only himself to blame for it. But 
many a youngster has sweated through four years 
of college only to find that he was headed in the 
wrong direction. And as far as Harry Dunlap was 
concerned, the direction was so wrong it was pain- 
ful. 

Even now, with his nose to the grindstone, he was 
aware of how far off base he really was. Only it 
wasn't exactly a grindstone, of course, it was the 


lavishly decorated apartment of a lady named Tol- - 


liver. And since he was giving the good woman his 
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; “free hi-fi survey and estimate” he wasn’t exactly 


using his nose either—other than to smell his pros- 
pect’s pungent perfume now and then. The plump 
and ever-simpering Mrs. Tolliver was cloying. And 
she seldom moved far enough out of the way to let 
him get out of range. 

An occupational hazard, Harry realized. But 
what the hell, did the old bag have to hang over 
every move he made? What was she interested in, 
a hi-fi rig or the guy who was selling it? 

That soon became obvious... 

“Oh, Mister Dunlap, I'm so glad you're handling 
this job yourself instead of one of your employees. 
It’s the personal touch—you know what I mean?” 

“The personal touch. Yes, ma’am.” 

Grunting under his breath, Harry continued his 
work. But not without a hint of honest humor in his 
forced smile. It was the line about his “employees” 
that did it. The only employee in Harry Dunlap’s 
hi-fi shop was a part-time high-school kid. And even 
poor little Tommy hadn't been paid in two weeks. 
Like it or not, Mrs, Tolliver would have gotten the 
personal touch anyway. 

But did she have to like it quite so much? 

“This way I know I'm going to get the best of 
everything. And at the lowest price—isn’t that right, 
Mister Dunlap? After all, since you’re the owner...” 

“Yes, ma’am. I’m sure youl be pleased.” 

Mrs Tolliver giggled inanely. “I'm sure I will.” 
Accidentally, her pudgy hand brushed against his 
thigh. Less accidentally, it managed to remain there. 

He shuddered and went on adding up his figures, 
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wondering how Mr. Tolliver found courage to cope 
with this mountain of jelly. If there was a Mr Tol- 
liver. But with an equally high—although not so 
jelly-like—mountain of unpaid bills back at the 
shop, Harry was damn well not going to chance los- 
ing a sale because of an aversion to a fat female’s 
wandering hand. 

“Here you are, ma’am.” He scrawled a final total 
on his pad and shoved it toward her. 

Her eyes widened. “That much? Oh dear...” 

“Well, you asked for the best, ma’am. Of course, I 
ean cut down on the number of speakers. The two in 


the bedroom, for instance, if you'd rather economize _ 


a little.” 

“No. The best is what I want. But that’s a lot of 
money. Tell me, do I get a choice of woods and 
finishes for the cabinets?” 

“I...uh, I'm afraid not. They're pretty standard. 
If you want some special kind of finish, it will run 
you quite a bit more. You see, ma’am, the extra work 
will” 

“I'm sorry, Mister Dunlap.” The woman shook her 
head emphatically. “But you're the boss—I’ll bet you 
can fix it for me. That price”—she poked a finger at 
his final figure—“but with my choice of woods and 
finishes. Then I'll be interested.” 

With a wry grimace, Harry made some rapid 
mental calculations. The old biddy must have been 
shopping around. Giving her special cabinetry would 
trim his profit to the bare bones. If he came out with 
a clear fifty bucks on the deal he’d be lucky. And 
fifty would hardly pay for his time. 
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But business is business and he hadn’t been doing 
any lately. Those damn bills were piling up. And if 
he didn’t slip Tommy a few bucks for back salary, 
the kid was bound to up and quit on him. Not that 
the teenager was much help, actually, but as least 
he stayed around to answer the phone. 

“All right, Missus Tolliver. You drive a hard bar- 
gain, but I'll do the job for you. Now if you'll just 
sign a contract, I'll have the equipment delivered 
right away and——” 

“Wait, Mister Dunlap. Don’t rush me.” 

“But you said—" 

“I know what I said. I said I'd be interested. And 
I am, I most certainly am. But after all, I need time 
to think. Let me look at that list again so Tl know 
exactly what I’m getting.” 

“Of course. Now you'll have twin speakers here 
and——” 

The pudgy hand clutched. “No, I’ve got a better 
idea. Suppose I fix us a wee little drinkie and then 
we can relax and talk it over. When two people do 
this much business together they ought to be friends 
—close friends. Don’t you agree?” 

Harry stared. And as the mountainous Mrs. Tol- 
liver’s face turned beet-red, he realized that she 
really meant close friends—if the contract was to be 
signed. Closer than he cared about. If the blush 
didn’t tell the story, there was still the hand clutch- 
ing his thigh to let him know the precise score. Those 
pudgy fingers—digging, probing, demanding... 

The personal touch? 

Oh brother! Could he climb this particular moun- 
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tain? Dammit, without ropes and axes he’d prob- 
ably fall off and get smashed to death in one of those 
gullies or chasms. 

“Well, Mister Dunlap? Shall we have that 
drinkieP” 

Anyway, how the hell could a guy maneuver 
down those slushy slopes when he didn’t even have 
skis or snowshoes? He'd be taking his life in his 
hands, 

And for a lousy fifty bucks profit? 

“Sorry, ma’am. I just remembered I’ve got another 
job to do.” He grabbed his briefcase. “No time for a 
drink, thanks, But if you decide you want me to go 
ahead with the installation, just ring me at the 
shop.” 

“I see. Well, perhaps I'll do that.” 

But from the frozen expression on the face that 
topped the mountain, Harry knew he would never 
again hear from Mrs. Tolliver. And he was just as 
glad. Fifty bucks! The old bag had chiseled his 
price down next to nothing, and then she had the 
nerve to try to scrounge a’pound of flesh besides. His 
flesh. Dammit, any halfway decent East Side whore 
got that much for a night's work. And the hooker 
wouldn't have to worry about amplifiers and woofers 
and tweeters, either. Or cabinet finishes. 

Slightly sick to the stomach, Harry hit the open 
air and immediately ducked into the corner drug- 
store for a Bromo. But the fat woman was still on 
his mind. And her husband—if such a one existed. 
Poor guy, stuck with that mountain and never know- 
ing how many other guys were clambering over it 
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in his absence. Evidently Mrs. Tolliver was a low- 
fidelity, high-frequency type when it came to matters 
of extramarital relations. 

The Bromo took hold*and the queasy stomach 
settled. Still mildly angry, Harry jammed a dime into 
the pay phone and dialed the shop. 

“Tommy, this is Harry. Any calls?” 

“Uh... yes, sir. L. M. Sinclair. Room 1147 at the 
Astormeer Hotel. You're supposed to go there right 
away.” 

“L. M. who?” 

“Sinclair, In room 1147 at the——” 

“Hold it, kid, I got that. The Astormeer—1147, 
But who in blazes is L. M. Sinclair?” 

“Beats me. That’s all she said.” 

“She? A dame?” 

“Uh-huh. She'll be there all afternoon and I told 
her—” 

“Okay, Tommy, I’ve got the picture, Although 
why a dame should want a hi-fi rig at the Astormeer 
is beyond me. But I’m on my way. If I’m not back by 
five, just lock up and go home.” 

Puzzled, Harry went back to the counter and 
poured another Bromo down his gullet. Lady Fatbot- 
tom’s “Wee little drinkie” might have done the trick 
better, but he wasn’t about to go back there and 
risk being crushed in an avalanche. But he was for- 
tified, at least, in case L. M. Sinclair turned out to be 
—heaven forbid—a second edition of Mrs. Tolliver. 

He knew the Astormeer by reputation only. It was 
small and discreet and high-priced, and its clientele 
was composed mainly of rich transients who prefer- 
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red staying out of the public eye. But why one of 
its guests would want a high-fidelity installation was 
more than he could fathom. And anyway, who was 
this L. M. Sinclair? 

He soon found out... 

The face and body were vaguely familiar, and he 
recognized the woman after a short moment’s hesi- 
tation. Her photograph had appeared in the news 
with regularity lately, especially in the Sunday sup- 
plements and magazine sections, She was a big wheel 
out west, but even in New York she was something of 
a celebrity. 

Only her pictures did not do her justice. The wom- 
an was absolutely gorgeous, practically a movie-star 
type, a neat combination of mature beauty and 
charm, And sex, of course—she seemed to exude it 
all over the place. Harry's opinion of lady celebrities 
shot up a thousand per cent. 

“Thank you for coming to see me, Mister Dunlap.” 
She shook his hand warmly, “Do you know who I 
am?” 

“Yes, ma’am. Leona Sinclair?” 

“Guilty.” She smiled disarmingly. “I see I’m not 
unknown even here in the big city. Do sit down, 
please—you and I have a lot of business to talk over. 
Would you like a drink?” 

“Uh...no, thanks.” He could have used a drink, 
but it was safer to keep a clear head. Besides, he 
didn’t want to take the chance of burping those two 
Bromos back up at her, 

“Fine. [ll come right to the point, I need a capable 
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man to do some wiring for me, and I think you're 
that man,” 

“Wiring? Here in the hotel?” 

“Oh, no. At my home, You've heard of Stone- 
crest?” 

“Yes. As a matter of fact, I remember reading a 
magazine spread on it recently. But that’s way out 
in" 

“You'll have to travel, Mister Dunlap. But all your 
expenses will be taken care of, And you'll be well 
paid for your work.” 

“Mrs. Sinclair... why did you come to New York 
for someone to do the job? And aside from that, why 
me? Is it asking too much to know?” 

“Well, yes and no. But I'll give you a rough idea 
—you do deserve that much. First of all, the job is 
very hush-hush. It’s legal, of course, since it will all 
be in my own house—so you need have no fear on 
that score. However, for personal reasons I don’t 
want to use a man from that locality. I want someone 
completely unknown in that area, someone who will 
come in and do the work and then just disappear. Is 
that understandable?” 

“I guess so. So far, anyway. But why me? How did 
you ever hear of Harry Dunlap?” 

“Well, you're broke, for one thing. Business is bad 
and it doesn’t show any signs of picking up—isn’t that 
right?” 

Harry nodded wearily. “Sad but true.” 

“Also, you don’t have any close ties, family or 
otherwise. You can leave New York for a few days 
without being missed. And lastly, you’re honest and 
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dependable. You have a good record in college and 
in business. Other than a few unpaid bills right now, 
you're a pretty solid citizen,” 

“Say, you did have me investigated, didn’t you?” 

“Of course. I leave nothing to chance. In my posi- 
tion I can’t afford to. Frankly, I'm in town only to 
find somebody like you. That’s why I’m registered 
here simply as L.M. Sinclair. I want no publicity on 
this visit. So whether you take the job or not, I'm 
asking you not to mention me to anyone. I can’t force 
you, I'm merely asking. But I've got faith in my own 
judgment and I think Harry Dunlap is a right guy. 
Now—do we play ball or don’t we?” 

“We play ball. From here on in, my lips are sealed. 
Missus Sinclair, I'm your boy, I'm ready to go to 
work.” 

“You're sure now? Strictly hush-hush?” 

“Tm sure.” 

“Good.” Leona Sinclair dug into her purse and 
came up with a sheaf of green bills. “Start with this. 
One thousand dollars—and it’s all for travel expense 
and equipment. You're to buy whatever you need 
and when the time comes have it transported to 
Stonecrest. Use the cash, please—I don’t want any 
checks written. As for you personally, Ill want you 
there for at least one weekend, possibly more. And 
‘aside from expenses, you'll get five hundred for each 
weekend. How does that sound?” 

Harry’s eyes bulged. He stuffed the money in his 
pocket without bothering to count it. “I hate to admit 
it, Missus Sinclair, but it’s the sweetest music I’ve 
heard in months.” 
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She chuckled. “All right, Harry. And by the way, 
you'd better get used to calling me Leona. At Stone- 
crest you won't be working for me officially, youll 
be my house guest. A writer, perhaps, someone do- 
ing a series of articles about me. Got that?” 

“Yes, ma'am. Uh... Leona.” 

“That’s the idea. Now let’s go to work. I've got 
the floor plan of Stonecrest here. Let's run over it 
together; I'll tell you what I want done and then you 
figure out what equipment you'll need.” In a busi- 
nesslike manner, she spread the roughly sketched 
plan out on the table. 

Harry bent over and listened carefully, watching 
as she designated the various rooms with the point of 
a pencil. But he was hard put to remain equally 
businesslike. The perfume tickling his nostrils was 
certainly nothing like the stench of his last prospec- 
tive customer. There was little comparison between 
voluptuous Leona Sinclair and plump Mrs. Tolliver. 
Not that Leona didn’t have mountains—she had 
them. But they were delectable. The kind that any 
man would be willing to climb. Or to lay down his 
life just for the privilege of-making the attempt. 

But as best he could, he put such thoughts out of 
his mind. Five hundred bucks free and clear was 
mighty good pay even if none of the fringe benefits 
were thrown in. And anyway, at the moment, he was 
damn curious about the job, especially with all the 
hush-hush angles she had tossed at him. For that 
kind of money, something had to be fishy about it. 

But fishy or not, he was hooked. At half the 
price, he would have gone ahead with the deal. Even 
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F if he suspected that she might want to pay him off in 
the dark, it wouldn’t have stopped him. 
Stopped him? Hell, he would have jumped at the 
chance! 





CHAPTER FIVE 


Dank EYEs glistening, Leona read the written report 
on Stacy North for the third time. Finally, with the 
words committed to memory, she tore the paper to 
shreds and dropped the fragments into the waste- 
basket. 

The report had come as a shock, she had to admit. 
Stacy North’s background was nothing like what 
she had expected it to be. But the newly disclosed 
information was accurate—of that she was sure. 
Never yet had her private detective agency failed 
her; even the rush job they did on Harry Dunlap 
had turned out to be perfect. And for Stacy North 
they had taken their time and had just gotten in 
under the wire. 

No, she had no doubts about the report. It was 
the McCoy—and rightly so, considering the tab she 
was picking up for it. Good detective work came 
high, 

But it was worth every penny. Armed with this 
fresh bit of knowledge, she could twist Stacy North 
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around her little finger. Or any part of her body that 
she cared to. Or—more to the point—around any part 
of anyone else’s body. 

Oh yes, that was the big issue. Stacy herself was 
comparatively insignificant—it was the use that 
would be made of her that was the important thing. 
In this ingeniously brewed and meticulously distilled 
chemical formula the girl was merely a catalyst. 

Nevertheless, even as a catalyst, Stacy had her 
proper place in the scheme of things. Her presence, 
her abilities—and, of course, her obedience—would 
smooth out the most difficult bump on that rough 
road ahead, And up until yesterday Leona had been 
somewhat indefinite about how the girl might be 
brought to heel in the quickest and simplest way. 

But the agency report, airmail special delivery, 
had arrived in time and now all indecision was 
erased. Poor Stacy would be cut down like a blade 
of grass under the blades of a power mower. The 
kid would be hurt, no doubt, but it would only be 
temporary. Time would heal the wound. And some 
day, perhaps, she would look back and be proud 
of her catalytic role. 

But that was in the future. Leona glanced at the 
clock. At this very minute—if the train from Fairfax 
was onschedule—her weekend guest was being 
picked up at the railroad station by Cameron. The 
invitation had been sent and acknowledged and 
okayed by the Gamma Delta housemother. And 
Stacy North, unbeknownst to herself, was about to 
became a cog in the intricate mechanism. 

Leona smiled quizzically. A catalyst in the for- 
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mula, a cog in the mechanism—was that all the girl. 
meant to her? Was that the reason why she had 
fretted so impatiently, waiting for this weekend of 
the Seventeenth to come around? Why she had 
frowned in annoyance at the slow passage of one 
calendar day to the next? Why she had arranged 
for Cameron to make himself scarce after dinner so 
that she and the kid would have the place to them- 
selves? 

Oh sure...in a pig’s eye! 

Even during that New York jaunt last week she 
had thought about Stacy North. Harry Dunlap had 
turned out to be a damn attractive male—ordinarily 
she might have stirred a dash of pleasure in with 
the business and wheeled him into bed for a quick 
romp. Not that it would have required much whee- 
dling. Once they had sworn their pact of secrecy he 
had looked and sounded eager for anything she 
might have suggested. And after a peek at the guy’s 
muscular build, a number of suggestions had popped 
into her mind. Yet she had not made one, not a soli- 
tary one, and in the end they had come no closer 
than their initial handshake. 

But there would be time for Harry Dunlap. Time 
and the inclination. Eventually he would be working 
here at Stonecrest. Her own home grounds. In New 
York she hadn’t been able to plunge into the wild 
mood that usually came on so easily when the 
opportunity arose. Yet there in the hotel suite the 
moment had certainly been opportune enough, and 
discretion had ceased to be a major issue. And still 
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she hadn't felt that familiar surge of abandon well- 
ing up inside her, 

Because of Stacy North? 

Funny. At the time, she hadn’t been conscious of 
it. But it sure as hell was a possibility. A probability, 
even, considering how this past week had dragged 
along so slowly. 

Oh well, once a Gamma Delta, always a Gamma 
Delta. Maybe some new bedroom stunts had been 
invented since her old sorority days. In this era of 
modern jazz and switchblade knives, the kids were 
bound to be more progressive than their elders. And 
it was about time she had someone teach her the 
recent innovations; after all, as a public figure she 
had to understand today’s youth, didn’t she? 

Who are you kidding, Leona? 

The car was rolling up the long driveway and 
coming to a halt, and she could hear her own racing 
heart pulsate louder than the rackety pressroom of 
one of the Muller newspapers, 

Lithe-limbed and lovely, the girl got out and 
Leona ran down the front steps to greet her with a 
kiss. It was brief and fleeting, but it was placed 
upon the red lips rather than the cheek. And judging 
by the look in the wide-set brown eyes, Stacy North 
was quite aware of all the implications in that tin 
gesture of affection, : 

Cameron was his customary charming self. He and 
Stacy had gotten along happily during their ride 
from the station. And for the rest of the afternoon the 
three of them stayed together, making a tour of the 
house and grounds and of the quaint little guest- 
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house that was connected to the main mansion by an 
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outdoor breezeway. Stacy was positively carried 
away with the beauty of the place, and there were 
moments when her tone seemed touched with a kind 
of wistful envy for the Sinclair family’s prosperous 
and easy way of life, 

All in all, it was a pleasant afternoon, a time of 
cheerful and comparatively meaningless small-talk. 
There was no hint of what was to come later. A 
married couple and their schoolgirl guest—just three 
nice people engaged in a few hours’ routine of cour- 
teous and innocuous niceties. 

But beneath her placid surface, Leona smoldered. 
She could still taste the sweetness of those young 
lips from that kiss of welcome. And the proximity of 
the slim and boyish creature had her flesh afire with 
impatience. Besides, there was the other thing to look 
forward to, the business of letting Stacy in on the 
true purpose of her invitation to Stonecrest. 

At dinner Cameron was the perfect host, keeping 
their visitor in gales of laughter with his scintillating 
wit. But at last, almost reluctantly, he excused him- 
self. There was a stag affair at the country club in 
nearby Spring City and—persuaded by Leona—he 
was going to spend the night there. 

With Cameron out of the way, Leona took over. 
“Come on, Stacy, let’s go up to my room and relax. 
We can be just a couple of Gamma Delta sisters 
letting our hair down.” 

“Mmm, yes. Sounds like fun.” 

Fun. Exactly what Leona had in mind. And it was 
high time they got the ball rolling. The kid was 
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well aware of the score, she was sure, and there 
seemed little sense in going through any kind of 
elaborate. buildup, 

In the bedroom Leona locked the door, whirled 
around suddenly and kissed Stacy on the mouth. 

“Leona!” 

It came out like a gasp of surprise. Shock. Possibly 
even protest. But Leona had waited too long for 
just this situation and she was not going to let a 
bit of girlish resistance deter her. Again she kissed 
the girl, this time forcing her tongue between those 
soft young lips, Her questing hands slipped down 
to cup the firm buttocks. 

Stacy stiffened and then melted. Her mouth 
opened, accepting the thrusting, writhing tongue. 
And her flesh yielded to the clutch of Leona’s fin- 
gers. 

“There now...” Leona broke the embrace. “I 
guess we understand each other, don’t we?” 

“I—I guess we do...” 

“I figured we would. I doubt if much has changed 
since my own college years. Remember what I told 
you at Fairfax? About my being the wildest Gamma 
Delta of them all?” 

“Of course. How could I forget? Leona, I've 
thought about nothing else for the past two weeks.” 

“Really? Honey, you must be kidding. Why, with. 
that houseful of cute girls to choose from, I'll bet you 
found plenty to do to keep busy.” Leona moved to- 
ward the bed. “Come and help me with this zipper, 
will you? I think the damn thing is stuck.” 
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“Uh-huh. Wait. Don’t wiggle.” Stacy tugged at 
the catch. “There. It’s all right now.” 

“Thanks. You know, I especially liked the looks 
of your new crop of pledges.” Leona spoke matter- 
of-factly, at the same time shucking her dress off 
over her head. “I imagine you've got them pretty 
well broken in by now,” 

“Broken in?” 

“Sure. You know what I mean. Honey, in my day 
we had the young ones eating out of our hands with- 
in three weeks after pledging. And I don’t mean 
our hands either.” 

Stacy giggled. “Well...” 

“Come on, sweetie, don’t hold back on an old 
sorority sister.” Leona had her shoes and stockings 
off and was leaning back against the piled-up pillows. 
In bra and panties, her voluptuous body was a mag- 
net for the girl’s gaze. “Tell me all about it, huh? 
Sorority life, I mean.” 

“But—but there isn’t much to tell.” 

“The hell you say. Some of those pledges were 
dolls. I noticed one litle blonde that was terrific. 
Big bosom and a peaches-and-cream complexion, 
You know the one I'm talking about?” 

“I think so, Enid Bedford.” 

“Oh, is that her name?” Leona’s tone was pointedly 
casual, 

“Well, she’s the only one who fits that description. 
She’s related to Luther Bedford. You know—the man 
who's going to be an economic advisor in Washing- 
ton. His grandaughter, actually.” 

“Hmm, I suppose that makes her a prize catch 
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for the Gamma Deltas. They always pledge the top 
kids. But don’t tell me you haven’t noticed what a 
cutie-pie she is.” 

“Oh, I’ve noticed, all right.” 

“And you've done nothing about it?” 

Stacy shrugged. “I guess I’m not as wild as you 
think.” Her fingers fumbled uncertainly with the 
buttons on her blouse. “Maybe I’m even a bit slow.” 

“You are slow. Especially right now. Come on, 
get your clothes off and join me, Isn’t that what 
you're here for?” 

“Am I? Leona, I was beginning to wonder.” 

“Hmm? What does that mean?” 

“Well, I was getting the feeling that you weren’t 
very interested in me. All you've been talking about 
is the crop of pledges. Enid Bedford in particular,” 

“Oh...” Leona frowned slightly. “Stacy honey, 
you sound almost jealous. Are you?” 

“I...I guess so...” _ 

“But why?” 

“Can't you tell? I was so proud that day at Fair- 
fax when you singled me out in front of all the girls, 
And then when you invited me for a weekend I was 
on a pink cloud. But now’ all of a sudden you don’t 
éven seem interested.” 

“No?” Leona stretched languorously. Her hands 
slid behind her back and undid the bra-catch. As 
the garment fell away, her voice became a fierce ; 
whisper, “Come here, you sweet thing, I'll show you 
how ‘interested I am.” 

Stacy stood stock-still, her eyes widening at the 
sight of the naked breasts, Then—slowly but less 
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‘uncertainly—she started working on her blouse but- 
tons again. 

“No,” Leona said sharply. “Don’t bother to un- 
dress. Just come here. And hurry!” 

Her tone of command was unmistakable. And it 
worked. Like a reed quailing before a wind, the slim 
body slumped to the bed. Instantly, the young face 
was smothered in Leona’s bosom. Smothered and 
surrounded and pillowed. 

“Sweet... sweet...” Leona cooed little phrases 
into the girl’s ear. “Nothing to be jealous about. 
Nothing at all...” 

A sob broke from the buried lips. And then the 
open mouth began to explore the creamy flesh, seek- 
ing feverishly and at last finding what it was looking 
for. The soft nipples turned firm under the warm 
caress. 

Leona cradled the girl’s head close. “Now wasn’t 
it foolish of you to be jealous? See? You're here with 
me—just you and I together. All night. Mmm, yes... 
youre going to make love to me all night. Tell me, 
darling, would you like that?” 

Stacy's frantic kisses gave a silent answer. 

“Would you like that?” Leona was insistent. 
“Would you like to make love to me all night?” 

“Yes...” The word was barely audible. 

“Without a stop.” 

“Yes... oh yes. Whatever you say.” 

“Your mouth. Your sweet mouth...” Leona dug 
her fingers into the girl’s hair. “I won't let you take it 
away. Not ever. It belongs to me. All night.” 

Stacy’s hand shot down to yank at the waistband 
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of Leona’s panties. There was a breathless sponta- 
neity in the girl’s motion—as if, somehow, she had 
lost her ability to think or reason with any deren 
of logic. As if the urgency of her desire was now 
doing the thinking for her. 

Leona shifted her body indolently. And as the 
cool air touched the abruptly denuded flesh of her 
hips, she sighed softly. Yes, it would be nice to let 
this go on for the rest of the night. On and on, With- 
out a stop. 

But it was impossible, she knew. Because later 
there would be a lot of talking to do. About the 
Gamma Delta pledges—one in particular. About that 
strange report from the detective agency. About 
many, many things that this near-delirious kid had 
no inkling of at the moment. Stacy North was a wild 
one, all right—vigorously and delightfully so—now 
that her jealousy had been stilled and her appetite 
stimulated. But in the general scheme of things she 
was only a catalyst, just the same, 

Leona quivered. All that would come later. Much 
later. Right now that hotly browsing mouth was 
too busily engaged to spoil its exquisitely enterpris- 
ing pursuits by anything so unentertainingly arid 
as mere talk. In fact, it was— 

“Hey! Honey, what are you——” 

“Huh? Oh. Did I—” 

“No. It’s all right. Don’t stop. I like it.” Once 
again, Leona sighed softly. Dreamily. Hmm, maybe 
some new stunts had been invented since the old 
days. This modern Gamma Delta was certainly pro- 
gressive enough, 
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CHAPTER SIX 


In A PLACE known as Spring City, Cameron Sinclair 
dozed fitfully, worn out from the dull but exhausting 
revelries of the stag bachelor party at the country 
club, 

In a sorority house on the campus of Fairfax Col- 
lege, blonde freshman Enid Bedford slept peacefully 
and did not dream of anything that even remotely 
resembled the craftily plotted snare which was being 
manufactured for her downfall. 

In the great metropolis of New York, Harry Dun- 
lap slumbered soundly, fortified by money in his 
wallet and the promise of more to come, and no 
longer worried about the mountain of unpaid bills 
that had come so close to forcing him to climb the 
mountainous body of Mrs. Tolliver. 

In a small room in the servant’s quarters of Stone- 
crest, coffee-skinned Poppy tossed and turned and 
finally dropped off to sleep even as she wondered 
what was going on between her mistress and the 
college girl who had come to call. 
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On the spacious grounds of the estate, silence 
reigned, The golden beams of the moon played tag 
with the puffy clouds that scudded across its friendly 
face in endless procession. The world—or at least a 
goodly portion of it—was at rest. 

But in the big bedroom lined with photographs 
of Leona Sinclair, no one slept. No one rested. 
Surrounded by the hastily tossed-off garments that 
littered the floor, two naked bodies lay in exotic 
entanglement, quiescent for the moment—but not 
resting. 

Definitely not resting—Leona was seeing to that. 
No movement may have been visible, but it was 
there nonetheless. Delightfully so. Never had she 
known a tongue to wag with so much fluency and 
so little sound. In her own quiet way, the girl was 
a positive genius, 

A genius with unflagging stamina. 

No, sorority life had changed. From one gener- 
ation to the next, a Gamma Delta was still a 
Gamma Delta. And lying there in the encompassing 
aura of musky sensuality, Leona knew that she had 
discovered a veritable treasure. This slim creature 
could do anything. Nothing seemed beyond her ca- 
pacity. And if they went on and on through the 
night—exactly as they were—Leona was sure that 
the girl would still emerge from her exertions fresh 
as a daisy. 

But it couldn’t go on. Much as she disliked the 
idea of breaking the felicitous contact, Leona was 
aware that the moment had arrived. Her body had 
captivated the girl; now it was time for her mind 
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to make the conquest complete. The necessary in- 
doctrination of Stacy North was about to begin. 
Hmm, such a lovely name. Stacy North. So elegant. 
Too bad it had to be a phony... 
© “Stacy.” 
| “Umm?” 
| “Stop.” 
“Mmm, please. Let me...” 
“Stop, I said.” 
| “Uh-huh.” 
“That's better. Now listen to me, Stacy. Remem- 
| ber what we talked about earlier?” 
| “Earlier?” The girl seemed dazed. 
“Yes. About the pledges, I mean.” 
0 ee 
“Were you really jealous?” 
“Leona, I—I don’t know. I guess so.” 
| “Are you jealous now? After... after this?” 
| “No. Please. I don’t understand.” 

“Of course you don’t. But you will.” 

“Leona—please? Not now. All I want is to...” 

“No! Stop that!” 

“Ummm... oh, all right.” 

“Just stay right there. Look at me. Look at me, 
Stacy, but don’t touch me. Understand?” 

“Uh-huh.” 

“Wait. Let me adjust the lamp. I want to see your 
face. There now. What's the matter? Too bright for 
you?” 

Dickie 

“Open your eyes. You'll get used to it. Do you 
hear me, Stacy? I said open your eyes.” 
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“Uh-huh. Leona, why are you acting like this? Are 
you angry? Did I do something wrong?” 

“I'm not angry. But you did do something wrong.” 

“Oh. I'm sorry. What was it?” 

“Earlier. When you were jealous. I didn’t like it 
one bit. I found your jealousy somewhat childish.” 

“I—I'm sorry. But I’m over it now.” 

“Are you, Stacy? Completely?” 

“If you want me to be.” 

“Aha! Good answer. If I want you to be. That’s the 
way I like to hear you talk. It tells me what I want 
to know. It tells me that you're mine. Do you under- 
stand that? Minel” 

“Yes. Oh, I know it...” 

“No, don’t close your eyes. Look at me.” 

“But—but I feel so funny.” 

“Funny?” 

“Well... you know. Like this...” 

“What's funny about it? Don’t you think I’m worth 
looking at? Don’t you think I’m beautiful? All of 
me?” 

“Leona, yes—oh yes.” 

“Then keep your eyes open. My, you look scared. 
Just like a frightened rabbit caught in a trap.” 

"m sorry.” 

“Sorry? Why be sorry? Don’t you know that every 
girl can be a scared rabbit sometimes?” 

“Huh? I don’t quite—” 

“Just as every girl can build a trap for a rabbit 
sometimes. And that’s what I want you to do, Stacy. 
I want you to trap a rabbit for me. A rabbit named 
Enid Bedford.” 
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“What?” 

“Oh dear, such a violent reaction. And after all 
we've been through together. Hasn't my lecture on 
the foolishness of jealousy made any impression at 
all?” 

“Leona, do you—do you really mean it?” 

“Of course I mean it, You were actually jealous a 
little while ago. And frankly, it annoyed me that you 
should be so petty. Well, the only way to prove 
you're over it is to do what I say. I want you to make 
a real Gamma Delta out of Enid Bedford—in every 
way, Do you get what I’m driving at? A real sorority 
sister in every way. Especially this wis: 

“Oh.. 

“Well?” 

“Please Leona—I can’t.” 

“Don’t whine. Why can’t you?” 

“She’s only a kid. And her grandfather is—— 

“What has that got to do with it?” 

“I—I don’t know. Nothing, I guess.” 

“Then do it. I want you to teach Enid Bedford all 
the nice Gamma Delta tricks. You can do it, I know 
you can. You're certainly clever enough. And after 
all, you're pretty important in the sorority. If you 

_ want to, you can even arrange for her to move in as 
your roommate. Isn’t that so?” 

“Well... yes.” 

“Good. Then that’s the way to start. Stacy honey, 
it shouldn’t take you more than two or three weeks. 
And after that I want you to bring her here for a 
weekend.” 

“Leona!” 
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“Uh-huh, There’s that reaction again. I knew it. 
You're still jealous. And I don’t like it.” 

“But—" 

“No buts. Will you do what I asked?” 

“No. I can’t, Leona, please, I just can’t. All right, 
I'll admit I’m jealous, but that isn’t the only reason. 
There’s so much more to it than that.” 

“Is there? What?” 

“Well...she’s so young. There’s such a thing as 
right and wrong. Morals or ethics or something like 
that. It all seems so cold-blooded. So calculated. 
Tm just not the girl you think I am. My family 
brought me up to—” 

“Your family?” 

“My parents. You know what I mean.” 

“Yes, I do. But do you?” 

“Huh? Leona, what are you talking about?” 

“Your family. I wasn’t going to mention it, but 
as long as you brought the subject up, well, I 
suppose I ought to now. Maybe it will help clear the 
air a little. You see, honey, I happen to know who 
you really are.” 

“You—you...” 

“Stacy is such a nice name. Stacy North. It sounds 
so much nicer than Sadie Norvik.” 

Silence. Long, painful silence. 

Then, “Stacy honey, I want you to be my friend. I 
don’t care about your family background. The fact 
that your father is a butcher in Detroit doesn’t 
bother me in the slightest.” 

“Leona, how—how did you find out?” 

“What difference does it make? I know, that’s all, 
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But no one else does, at least no one in this part 
of the country. So you needn't be too concerned 
abeut it.” 

“I’m glad of that, anyway. Okay, so I'm Sadie 
Norvik and my father is a butcher. What else do you 
know about me?” 

“Everything. For instance, I know about the wom- 
an who left you the money to go to Fairfax.” 

“Oh. That too?” 

“Everything, I said.” Leona snorted daintily. “She 
must have been quite a character. I'll bet the two 
of you were pretty close before she died.” 

“I hated her.” 

“Oh? Then you really earned that money.” 

“Yes, Leona, I earned it. The hard way. But I 
was too young to realize it at the time. And it wasn’t 
much, either. Just enough for me to scrape by 
on.” 

“I'm aware of that. And it’s just one more reason 
why you should want me to be your friend. I can 
help you.” 

“Help me? How?” 

“In many ways, A little extra money while you're 
still in school, for instance. And afterward, a good 
position in one of the companies I invest in. I have 
wealth and power—I‘d be a mighty influential friend 
to have, Stacy.” 

“My name is Sadie. Sadie Norvik—remember?” 

“No, honey. That’s already forgotten. You're still 
Stacy North. And if you want to get your name 

_ changed legally, I can fix that too. Quietly and dis- 
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creetly, so nobody will know. But legally, just the 
same. All it takes is the right judge.” 

“You—you really mean that?” 

“Of course. Would I say it if I didn’t?” 

“Leona, you have no idea what it would mean to 
me. Getting my name changed. It would make me 
feel as if I were coming out from under some dark 
cloud.” 

“Then just say the word, honey. If you'd like, I'll 
go right to work on it,” 

“But—but I have to know. Why? Why are you do- 
ing all this for me? Leona, why?” 

“Because I like you. What good is wealth and 
power if I can’t use it to help someone I like? Rea- 
son enough?” 

“Well... I suppose so.” 

“Good. Then we're friends. I'll call the judge on 
Monday and get that name-changing process going. 
And oh, by the way, from now on when you get your 
mail don’t open it if anyone else is around. I might 
stuff some cash in an envelope and shoot it of to 
you every so often, All right with you?” 

“Uh-huh. Whatever you say. It’s all right with 
me—if you want it to be. Is—is that the right an- 
swer?” 

“You darling. Yes, it is. And about that other little 
deal. To prove you're not jealous, Will we have to 
discuss it?” 

“No. I'll do my best. And in a small way, I guess 
I have a little power, too. I'll have Enid Bedford 
move in with me. But I wish I knew what it was 
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all about. It can’t be just the jealousy angle, Leona— 
there’s bound to be more to it than that.” 

“Perhaps. Youll know when the time comes. But 
it’s what I want. And sometimes I can be pretty 
demanding.” 

“I know.” 

“Do you? I wonder. Right now! There. See? See 
how demanding I can be?” 

“Wait...uh... the light...” 

“No. I like it.” 

“But it’s so—” 

“Stacy, hush. I want the light on. Just like this, 
Yes, Oh, yes, that’s wonderful. I like the way it 
shines on the back of your head. Your hair looks as 
if it’s on fire.” 

“Mmm...” 

“Ah, your mouth. Your mouth is on fire, too.” 


CHAPTER. SEVEN 


In A zipPEReED hostess gown, Leona lay upon her bed 
and smoked a cigarette, Humming a little tune, 
Poppy was moving around the room in performance 
of daily duties, her busy hands sorting articles: of 
clothing and arranging bureau drawers and closets. 

It was midafternoon and Leona was about to take 
a little nap. In a state of dreamy lassitude, she 
watched the maid darting here and there briskly 
and efficiently. Poppy was such a diligent servant, 
And so careful. Every fold of every garment had 
to be perfect. Each item had its proper place and 
condition; no detail seemed to escape the girl’s 
attentive eye. 

It was remarkable, too, how neat the maid was 
about her own person. No matter how often Poppy 
bent down or stretched up to put the things away, 
she managed to avoid looking unkempt or disheveled 
the way so many other servants did. Her brief- 
skirted black uniform was immaculate; the tiny 
apron—white and stiffly starched—appeared clean 
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and fresh as if it had just been laundered. With her 
pleasant face and trim body, the girl might well 
have been an actress on a movie set. Except for the 
color of her skin she could have been playing a 
typical French maid role. She certainly looked sexy 
enough for the part. 

Sexy? 

Leona shuddered. What was she thinking of? 
How strange. She had never consciously thought of 
Poppy as sexy before. 

But it wasn’t so strange, of course. Not after her 
weekend with Stacy North. After all these years 
she was seeing the female body in a new light. 
Or rather she was seeing it as she once had a long 
time ago. Yes. Seeing it and remembering the 
breathless thrill of its touch. 

But now. This. Poppy. A servant girl? 

Ridiculous. Such a crazy thing to even think of. 
What a foolish notion—consorting with the hired 
help. Dammit, her imagination was running away 
with her. And she’d better put a stop to it before 
it went too far. 

“Poppy.” 

“Ma’am?” 

“That’s enough for now.” 

“Yes, ma’am. I’m about finished.” 

“Good. Now will you trot along and see if you can 
locate Mister Sinclair for me. He’s probably in the 
den. Ask him to come up here to my bedroom, will 
your” 

“Yes’m. But, aren’t you going to take your nap?” 

“Uh...no. I've changed my mind.” 
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“Yes, ma’am ...” Poppy -scooted away, oro. 

Leona lit a fresh’ cigarette, uncomfortably aware 
that her nerves had’ grown tense within the space 
of the last few minutes. No, she couldn't sleep now; 
not with her insides fluttering like this. Maybe she 
would let Camerog soothe those jumpy nerves. He 
would certainly like the idea of a midday love- 
making session—of that she was quite sure. 

Nevertheless, sex. wasn’t. the primary issue, It 
would be pleasant, of course, and afterward she 
might feel like taking that nap. At least she hoped 
so. But there was another reason for seeing Camer- 
on. A far more important reason. And: now—as long 
as she was still wide awake—well, ‘this ‘seemed as 
good a time as any to get it off her chest: 

Hmm, off her chest? Leona smirked and pulled 
the zipper of her gown down a few inches. Not far— 
but enough. Enough to display a bit more of her 
creamy flesh, Oh, she knew how to handle that 
husband of hers, 

There was a noise.at the door, “Leona?” 

“Come in, Cameron.” 

He entered. “Uh—Poppy said something about—” 

“I know, dear. Come sit down.” 

“No afternoon nap?” 

“Not now. Later maybe. Cam, I want to talk to 
you.” 

“Sure.” He dropped into a chair facing’ her. 
“What's on your mind? Anything important?” 

“Yes. Quite important. I’ve finally figured what 
our next step ought to be.” 

“Our next step? Dammit, Leona, I thought per- 
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ps you had forgotten all about that business. 
When you had that youngster from Fairfax over for 
the weekend I thought you—” 

“Stacy? But darling, didn’t you know? I didn’t 
invite Stacy North because of some nonsensical 
whim. She’s a very clever girl and she’s in a position 
to help me.” 

“Help you? A college kid? I don’t see how.” 

Leona shrugged, “Oh, you needn’t concern your- 
self with that. It’s how you're going to help me— 
that’s what I’d like to talk to you about.” 

“Uh-huh. But when you were so insistent that I 
go to that stag affair in Spring City, I had a hunch 
you were just trying to get rid of me. And I couldn’t 
help wondering if—” 

“Don’t be silly, Cam. Sure, I wanted you to go to 
Spring City. But it wasn’t to get rid of you. It was 
because I wanted you to see how a good stag 
party is run.” 

“Okay, I saw it, So what?” 

“So that’s our next step. Or your next step, rather, 
since it’s strictly a man’s job. I want you to give a 
stag party.” 

“Me? Leona, what for?” 

“Not what for, dear—who for. And the answer is 
quite simple. I want you to entertain some of the 
members of the Board of Directors. Kling, Hutton 
and Englander, the three bigwigs.” 

Cameron’s brows shot skyward. “Those birds? A 
stag party? Do you think theyll—” 

“Please, dear. I’ve already given the matter a 
great deal of thought. So please don’t question my 
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judgment. If you can get the three’ of them here 
for a stag party—with plenty of girlie Praae uneeae*. 
of course—it will be a big help to me.” 

“Here? At Stonecrest?” 

“Of course. Where else?” 

He shook his head, “They'll never come. Besides, 
what good would it doP We've already agreed that 
none of them would back you without Luther Bed- 
ford’s endorsement. And you certainly don’t expect 
to get him here, do you?” 

“No. Just the three, I'll take care of Luther Bed- 
ford in my own way.” 

“Oh ‘sure. That I've got to see, And until I do 
see it, well, all this talk of a stag party seems 
purposeless. Anyway, I hardly know the guys. It 
would look a little odd if I suddenly invited them 
here, wouldn’t it?” 

“It would. That’s why I think it would be nice 
if you got friendly with them. Friendly enough so 
that the invitation won’t seem so odd. Cameron, 
wouldn't you like to spend some time in Chicago 
this coming week?” 

“Chicago. Ugh! No, thanks.” 

Leona smiled. “It won’t be so bad, dear. I'd go 
myself only it would be too obvious. Leon Muller’s 
daughter would make them a trifle uneasy, I'm 
afraid. So it’s your job, not mine.” 

“I don’t understand. What's my job? Just exactly 
what is it that you're asking me to do?” 

“Simply this, Go to Chicago and see if you can’t 
get chummy with the boys, You know—a man-to- 
man sort of—” 
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“Just like that? Leona, it’s impossible. I can’t just 
barge in and get friendly with three men who are 
practically strangers to me, can ig 

“No, dear, of course not. But you can spend some 
time in the main office. Make a pretense of showing 
some interest in the general business picture. After 
all, we're big stockholders and you certainly have a 
right to know what's going on. Don’t worry—they'll 
welcome you. They'll have to.” 

“Um ...yes, I suppose they will. As a matter of 
fact, I guess I would like to see that big new 
computer in action. The damn thing cost a fortune.” 

“Fine. Go look at the computer. It's Sam Eng- 
lander’s baby and he'll be glad to show you around. 
After that, it will be easy. That old rascal has always 
been a playboy at heart and he’s bound to have 
a few showgirls on the string, And the other two 


~ aren’t much different, from what I gather. So go 


to Chicago and live it up. Enjoy yourself. Join the 
fun, And before you know it, they'll consider you 
their bosom buddy.” 

“Uh-huh. And what about Luther Bedford?” 

“Cameron, I said I’d handle that end of it. Ill 
have him on my side within a month, I’m sure. And 
right after that is when you can throw the party for 
the others. Only you'll have to start laying the 
groundwork right away so that we can be positive 
your invitation will be accepted when the time 
comes. Now won't you please be sweet and do what 
I ask?” 

“Well, let me think about it.” 
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“Please, darling, For me?” 
“Leona, do you realize what you're saying? Really? 


I'm your husband and yet you're sending me off to 
get involved with other women, With Sam Englan- — 


der’s showgirls, Aren't you going to be the least bit 
jealous?” 

“Oh, I'll be very jealous. But it won’t kill me. And 
some things are just more important than others, 
that’s all. Anyway, why should you fret about it? 
Since it’s my idea, your conscience will be clear. So 
go to Chicago and have a good time. It’s all for a 


good cause,” 
“Leona, sometimes I wonder...” He shrugged 
disconsolately and his voice trailed off. 


“Yes, dear? What is it?” 

“Dammit, sometimes I wonder if I married a wom- 
an or just some kind of machine, A computer, may- 
be.” 

“Don’t you know?” Leona’s lips curved in a soft 
smile, “Why don’t you come here and find out?” 

“Huh?” 

“A woman or a computer...” Her fingers toyed 
with the zipper. “Don’t you want to find out?” 

“Now?” He leaned forward in his chair. “In the 
middle of the afternoon?” 

“Why not?” The zipper hissed. “There. See?” The 


hostess gown parted, “Did you ever see a machine ; 


with—” 
“Darling!” 
“With these?” 
He lurched toward her. “Leona...” 
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“Or with ... this?” 

Feline grace lent a certain charm to her accom- 
panying gesture. But its lack of inhibition made it a 
thing of sheer audacity, and it had its desired effect, 
Cameron seemed to go frantic with passion as he 
tumbled into the abyss of her eroticism. And the fact 
that it was broad daylight gave his lovemaking a 
tang that somehow bordered upon the illicit. 

Frenzy guided his fingers. Her hands followed his, 
fondling and caressing her own flesh as if she sought 
to appreciate it from a viewpoint outside herself. As 
if she too needed to be reassured that she was a 
woman and not a machine. 

Soon she was sighing with pleasure. Oh yes, she 
was a woman, all right. All woman. There was noth- 
ing mechanical in the curving softness of these 
breasts and hips and thighs. And she reveled in the 
touch of his exploring lips as they offered prepos- 
sessing proof of his agreement. 

Strange, though, that he should have likened her 
to an electronic computer. Because there was some- 
thing less than feminine in the workings of her mind. 
Less than human, even. With uncanny precision her 
brain was still sorting and filing and indexing. Facts. 
Plans. Conjectures. Contingencies. Sorting and stack- 
ing like Poppy putting away the laundry. 

Cameron would go to Chicgo. Which would open 
the way for Harry Dunlap to come to Stonecrest. The 
wiring would be finished. Tape recorders hidden in 
every guest room. Tape recorders to trap three lecher- 
ous wolves. And—sometime in advance of the wolves 
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—one rabbit. The little blonde rabbit that even now 
was probably learning to nibble the carrot of sweet 
sensuality, not knowing that it was going to be bait 
for a trap. 
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CHAPTER EIGHT 


Gamma DELTA was not a national sorority. Fairfax 
College was too snooty for that sort of thing, and the 
authorities allowed only local organizations to take 
root and blossom on their ivory-tower campus. 
Consequently, the pledging and initiation rules of 
the Gamma Deltas were pretty much of their own 
making. The roster of incoming Fairfax freshmen 
was examined by the sorority officers before each 
school year even began. Rushing took place early 
and the new girls moved into the house immediately 
upon pledging. But they remained pledges through- 
out the year, and not until the month of May were 
they at last initiated into full-fledged membership. 
The system had its advantages. Pledges were lowly 
creatures who—according to the regulations—could 
be ordered about at will by the higher-ups. And it 
was nice to have a whole crop of them to fetch and 
carry all year long. Nice for the older girls, anyway. 
As for the pledges, well, it was considered good for 
their souls to learn a little discipline. Youngsters 
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from wealthy families needed a bit of subduing when 
they left the easy living of their luxurious homes, It 
taught them humility. 

For Stacy North’s purpose, the rules were just 
fine. Enid Bedford had to take orders from her. But 
Stacy was much too clever to attempt a seduction by 
coercion. Honey catches more flies than vinegar, and 
Stacy's lips knew how to drip honey. 

She had a chat with Marcia Gordon, the rather 
plain girl who was Enid’s roommate. No, Marcia 
wouldn’t mind a switch in roomies—she was getting 
a bit bored with the kid, anyway. Enid Bedford’s 
angelic innocence was becoming cloying. When did 
Stacy want to make the change? 

The housemother presented no problem. She liked 
her job and knew better than interfere with the run- 
ning of the sorority. As long as there were no 
clandestine dates with boys involved, it didn’t much 
matter to her what else went on. She had read 
The Well of Loneliness in her youth and was firmly 
convinced that all Lesbians looked like truckers, 
And there were certainly none of that kind at Fair- 
fax. Especially among the lovely, well-bred young 
ladies in her charge. 

Nevertheless—just for appearance’s sake—Stacy 
deliberately picked a fight with Doris Lowe, her 
roommate. The quarrel festered for a few days and 
then finally came to a head. On that very afternoon 
Stacy received an envelope in the mail and it jolted 
her into taking action. Money. Ten-dollar bills—five 
of them. There was no note and no return address, 
but she knew where they came from. And she knew 
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too, that her utterly fantastic weekend at Stonecrest 
had not been some sort of hallucination. 

No, it wasn’t a dream. There twas such a person as 
Leona Sinclair. The money burning her fingers told 
her so. And it reminded her of the stark fact that in 
this heartless world nobody got something for noth- 
ing. The fifty dollars was not the incentive, of course 
—it was merely a hint of what was to come. 

That night, with a little assistance from Marcia, 
the switch was accomplished. Somewhat puzzled by 
the rapid turn of events, Enid Bedford seemed to 
take it in good stride. All the more so when Stacy 
gave her a cordial welcome and offered a friendly 
explanation of why the change had come about. 

“Enid, I’m sorry I didn’t get a chance to talk this 
over with you beforehand.” 

“Tt’s all right. I don’t mind.” 

“But I want you to know the score, anyway. Doris 
was getting on my nerves and I just had to get rid 
of her, She’s on a candy kick and I just couldn’t stand 
the stench of chocolate and peanuts night after 
night. You're not a sweets addict, are you?” 

Enid giggled. “Definitely not. But I think I know 
what you mean, Marcia was always—” She broke 
off abruptly. 

“Hmm? What about Marcia?” 

“Well, I guess I shouldn't say it. Pledges aren't 
supposed to criticize members.” 

“Good girl. You know the rules. But listen, kid, 
as long as we're going to be roomies, forget that 
member-and-pledge stuff, will you? Let’s just be 
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friends—in our own room, at least—and we'll get 
along better that way. Okay?” 

“Of course.” Enid nodded happily. 

“Fine. Now what about Marcia?” 

“Oh. Well, nothing much, really. Except that she 
chews gum all the time. With loud, cracking noises, 
So I know what you mean about Doris.” 

“Uh-huh. As a matter of fact, that was the reason 
I approached Marcia in the first place. I figured a 
gum-chewer and a candy-eater ought to get along 
great together.” 

“Oh...” Enid pouted. 

“S'matter? Something bothering you?” 

“Well, uh...not exactly...” 

“Come on, kid, spill it.” 

“You—you'll only laugh at me. But I thought may- 
be we switched because you wanted me to be your 
roommate.” 

“Huh?” Stacy smiled. “Now whatever put that idea 
into your pretty little head?” 

“I-I'm not sure. But you seemed to be taking 
notice of me lately. The last couple of days, anyway. 
Then when Marcia mentioned moving, well, I 
thought...” 

“I get it. Sure, I've been sizing you up. I wouldn't 
want just anybody for a roomie. Would you?” 

“No. But I’m only a pledge, Stacy. So I don’t sup- 
- pose I have much choice in the matter,” 

“Poor kid. No choice at all.” Stacy shrugged. 
“Okay, so now you've got me.” 

“Tm glad.” 

“Really? That’s nice. Still, after Marcia Gordon I 
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guess I won't be so bad, Marcia and Doris—what a 
team. Don’t let it get noised around the campus, but 
some of the Gamma Deltas can be slobs, too.” 

“Stacy, you are nice. Nicer than I thought you'd 
be. I might as well confess—I was thrilled when 
Marcia told me I was going to move in with you.” 

“Thrilled? You're kidding.” 

“No, it's the truth. And not just because of Mar- 
cia’s gum-chewing, either. It was because, well...” 
Enid bit her lip in hesitation. “Well, because you're 
a sorority officer. And because you're so clean and 
healthy and nice-looking. And energetic. You get 
things done. Everybody knows you're the real boss 
of the Gamma Deltas.” 

“It's only a rumor.” Stacy chuckled. “But keep 
spreading it around. I like it. Frankly, I like you. 
I’ve got a hunch we'll do okay together. Now enough 
of this :sentimental stuff and let’s get. you seitleck 
T'll help you with your clothes and things.” 

“I can do it. Please don’t bother.” 

“No bother, kid. We're friends now. Remember 
what I. said about that pledge-and-member stuff? 
Come on, I'll give you a hand, It’s getting close to 
bedtime.” 

~ Together, they hung Enid’s sumreats in the closet. 
And after the customary nightly ritual of face-wash- 
ing and tooth-brushing, they crawled into their twin 
beds. Stacy hit the lamp switch. But she wasn’t .at 
all sleepy. And. she knew that in her new surround- 
ings Enid would have trouble dropping off, too. It 
seemed like a good moment to further cement the 
budding relationship. 
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“Kid?” Her voice was a whisper. 

“Hmm?” 

“Want to chat awhile?” 

“Uh-huh, I can’t sleep.” 

“Me neither. Tell me about yourself, Enid. Things 
at home, I mean. Got a boyfriend?” 

“Oh, yes. A wonderful one. Do you?” 

“Two or three. Not a steady one, though. I still 
haven't met the guy I'd care to marry.” 

“I have.” Enid’s tone was emphatic. “We're prac- 
tically engaged, you might say. Not officially, of 
course—I mean I don’t have a ring or anything like 
that. I promised my mother I'd finish school first. 
But it’s only a question of time.” 

Stacy scowled into the darkness. A boyfriend. 
Practically engaged. Maybe the fulfillment of her 
allotted task wouldn't be so simple, after all. It 
would take a smooth approach, And certainly this 
was no time to overplay her hand, 

“Tell me about him, Enid.” 

In a hushed voice, Enid talked. Her beloved 
Emory was a junior at Harvard. Business Admini- 
stration. They had known each other all their lives. 
Some day they would get married. Some day not 
very far off. And she would be Mrs. Emory Schuyler 
the third. With four children. Maybe five. Three boys 
and two girls, yes, and they would live in... 

It went on and on. Stacy listened, wondering how 
she would ever get to carry out her end of the bar- 
gain with Leona Sinclair, The kid was in love, 
genuinely so, It wouldn’t be easy to make a Lesbian 
out of such a heartsmitten youngster, 
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Nor would it be fair, dammit. It just didn’t seem 
right to come between two such people. Enid and 
Emory. Stacy was almost envious when she heard 
the girl’s breathless description of her handsome 
Harvard man and their future of security and child- 
ren and unalloyed connubial bliss. Mr. and Mrs. 
Emory Schuyler the third—how about that? She 
could read the beautiful name in the shadows on 
the ceiling overhead. But with that aristocratic num- 
ber in Roman numerals and not spelled out. Mr. and 
Mrs. Emory Schuyler [1I—that was the way. 

Some people had all the luck... 

Okay, so what about the other people, the unlucky 
ones? What about Sadie Norvik? Was that fair? Was 
it fair to be born the unwanted daughter of a butcher 
who kept a bottle of booze in his meat locker? Yes, 
hidden behind the hanging chickens, Up until she 
was eight years old she actually thought it belonged 
there. As much as the chickens and ducks and sides 
of beef. 

The hell with it. She didn’t want to think about 
that now. It was too disgusting. And as for being 
fair, well, Sadie Norvik was Stacy North now. With 
a stroke of some unknown judge’s pen she could 
always be Stacy North. Or at least until she met 
some guy with a nicer name. Some guy that she 
could marry. Some guy as rich and handsome and 
eligible as Emory Schuyler IIL. The kind of guy that 
Sadie Norvik would never get to meet. 

But over on the other bed, Enid’s voice was be- 
ginning to run down a bit. The saga of the Schuyler 
Ill’s was ended. It was time for sleep. 


81 


“Enid?” 

“Yes?” 

“Your fellow sounds wonderful.” 

“T've got a picture of him. Would yon ue to—” 

“Not now, kid::Tomorrow.” 

““Oh. I guess you must be sleepy. I didn’t realize 
I was talking so long. You're probably tel stiff.” 

“It’s okay. I enjoyed it.” 

“You know something? So did I. I never talked to 
Marcia’ like this.:Half the time she actedvas if she 
didn’t even know I was-around: Just because.I’m 
only a pledge, I suppose. But you're not like that, 


Stacy, youre: not-tike: that at ail: Oh, I'm so glad. 


I'm your roommate.” 

~ “Uh-huh: Me too. G’night, honey.” 

“Good night.” 

Stacy closed her eyes; But sep laughed and re- 
fused. to take her, Or was-it just her conscience? 

Perhaps. But that could be-reasoned with. After 
all, the kid was going to spend three more years at 
Fairfax. As a Gamma Delta, Some:sorority sister was 
bound to teachher the facts of:life sooner or later. 
And as:Mrs. Emory Ill-she would»outgrow it, of 
course~all the girls did.: Leona had certainly done 
well, marrying that nice Cameron Sinclair. So why 
get conscience-stricken over such’ an unimportant 
little phase in a life that was goingto be a happy:and 
secure bed of roses? It iwouldn’t: hurt»the*kid any 
to get entangled in the: little Gamma Delta games. 
Maybe.it would even make the waiting easier. 

Sure—that was what the little games were for, any- 


way. Just to pass the time until the real thing came 
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along. To soothe the ache that crept into every 
college girl’s body. At Fairfax—with no men allowed 
—it was the only way. And little innocent Enid was 
bound to learn it eventually. 

Eventually? 

Yes, eventually. Well, why not now? 

No, not now. Not exactly. But soon. Damn soon. 
Fifty bucks in the envelope and Leona Sinclair 
‘knew the right judge and Stacy North would never 
be Sadie Norvik again...and it was nice to feel 
sleepy and content like this...so sleepy... 


CHAPTER NINE 


Gentvs 1s the infinite capacity for taking pains, And 
the man who said that must have known what he 
was talking about. Because in her own way, Leona 
Sinclair was a genius—even if she had to say so her- 
self. And she certainly had a right to. 

Nothing was left to chance, Everything had to be 
perfect. The slightest miscalculation anywhere along 
the line might scuttle the entire project. No battle 
plan had ever been worked out with more pains- 
- taking care. And if that wasn’t genius, well, what 
was it? 

Cameron was in Chicago. Oh, he had groused a 
little bit more about the idea, but in the end he had 
gone anyway. Just as she had known he would. And 
already the seed was bearing fruit. He had phoned 
last night to tell her that things were going well. 
Even now he was probably leaving the city to attend 
Sam Englander’s party at a hunting lodge on Lake 
Michigan. 

Hunting lodge—oh sure. She knew the kind of 
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game Sam Englander hunted. The place would be 
deep in the woods, no doubt, and surrounded by wild 
life, But inside the lodge, life would be even wilder. 
With naked showgirls in every room, of course, And 
each guest would bag his full quota of tittering 
blondes and cackling redheads before the weekend 
was over, 

Today's mail had brought a short note from 
Stacy North. Thanks for the nicely stuffed envelope, 
it said, and progress was being made at Fairfax too. 
Stacy—bless her conniving heart—now had herself 
a new roommate, 

And here at Stonecrest everything was under con- 
trol, too. All the servants had been dismissed for 
the day. Even Poppy had been sent off to town to 
munch popcorn and shed tears over the matinee 
double-feature at the Bijou. Without her and the 
rest of the staff, the huge house was empty. 

No, not quite empty... 

Leona smiled in self-satisfaction. From upstairs 
she could hear the banging of a hammer every now 
and then. The whining buzz of an electric drill. The 
rasp of a file. 

Sounds of work. Hard work. Harry Dunlap was 
earning his pay and was doing a good job of it. In 
selecting him for the task, she had chosen wisely. 
The young fellow was definitely an excellent crafts- 
man. At the rate he was going, the main part of the 
wiring would be finished by nightfall. And then 
there would be only the covering-up to do. By tomor- 
row the whole recording system would be installed. 
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‘And not a speck of evidence would remain in view 
to catch anyone’s eye. 

Cameron lining up the executives. Stacy: getting 
the Bedford girl primed and ready for the slaughter. 
Dunlap working on the hidden taping devices, All of 
them—each one a puppet on a separate string—busy 
on the same overall project. And guess who was 
manipulating the strings, 

Okay, so Beethoven was a genius. Michelangelo: 
Thomas Edison. Albert Einstein. Well, if the truth 
were known, maybe the name of Leona Muller Sin- 
clair would be listed among that esteemed and illus- 
trious company, also. 

Upstairs, the noise ceased momentarily. Then 
Harry Dunlap’s voice floated to her ears. “Leona?” 

“Yes?” 

“Can you come up a minute?” 

“Tl be right there.” She mounted the stairway. 

In old tennis shoes and tight dungarees, Harry was 
waiting for her. He wore nothing else, and drops of 
sweat gleamed from his muscular chest and shoul- 
ders. He had the look of a professional athlete work- 
ing around the house on his day off. 

“What's up?” she said. “Problems?” 

“Justa small one. I'll need some help. I've got to 
pull the wire through the wall, and somebody. will 
have to feed it from this end. Can you give me a 
hand?” 

“Of course.” 

“It's pretty messy, though, You're liable to get 
grease spots on your dress.” 
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“Oh, I guess I'd better change then. But it will 
only take me a few minutes, Harry, All right?” 

“Sure. Go to it. Ill find something else to do 
while you're getting ready. Put some old clothes on. 
Things you won't mind getting soiled. It’s a dirty 
job.” 

Leona went into her own bedroom, faced with a 
small dilemma. There was no such thing as “old 
clothes” in her wardrobe. But it was of no great con- 
sequence, and she quickly changed into a shorts-and- 
halter outfit. It fit her body snugly—overly so, per- 
haps—but that too caused her no qualms, 

Quite the contrary. A tiny shiver of excitement 
raced the length of her spine as young Dunlap’s ap- 
preciative gaze touched her. His eyes lit up like 100- 
watt bulbs. 

“Hey, that’s no costume for work, is it? Don’t 
you have something more practical?” 

“Sorry, it’s the best I can do. But don’t let it 
bother you. A little honest grime never hurt anybody. 
And if I don’t mind, why the hell should you?” 

He chuckled. “Oh, I don’t mind. Except that it’s 
—uh, well, a trifle distracting, maybe.” 

“Distracting? Oh . , .” She patted her rounded hips. 
“Hmm, I see what you mean. I must be gaining 
weight, I guess. Oh well, put me to work. Perhaps I 
can get rid of a few pounds. I just hope it comes off 
in the right places.” 

He grinned and started to say something, then 
apparently thought the better of it, All business once 
again, he gave her specific instructions about what 
to do. But she was pleasurably aware that her brief 
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outfit had altered their relationship somewhat. He 
was seeing her as a woman rather than as an em- 
ployer. And they were both affected by it, . 

They worked for nearly an hour, side by side at 
first and later:in separate rooms as she guided the 
wire to give him purchase on the other side of the 
wall. Then they were together again, both begrimed 
now, but pleased with the way the job had gone. 
The placement of the wire was well-nigh perfect. 

“Thanks,” he said. “I think that does it.” 

“Did I do-all right?” . 

“Great. Any time you want to be my assistant, just 
look me up in New York. Good help is hard to find 
these days, But I'm afraid you ruined your clothes.” 

“Tt doesn’t matter. Is that all,you wanted of me? 
Just that one wire?” 

He shrugged. “For now, yes. But there may be 
another one to do later. Although I might be able to 
handle it alone if you don’t care to wait around.” 

“Til stay, I don’t mind waiting. That is, if you're 
sure I won't be too distracting.” 

“Glad to have you.” His lips stretched in a broad 
smile. “I guess I like a bit of that kind of distraction. 
Makes the work go faster,” 

She dropped into a chair, crossing her legs and 
leaning back lazily. They chatted casually as he con- 
tinued to labor, making small talk and trading mildly 
clever quips, Every so often his fleeting glance 
whipped across her body, lingering for the barest 
fraction of a second before it passed on. She got 
the impression that he was almost afraid to look 
directly at her, 
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And with good reason, she realized. The upper 
slopes of her breasts bulged from the top of the 
skimpy halter. Her long legs, so languorously posed, 
flaunted their provocative nudity. And the shorts— 
now wrinkled and bunched-up—left comparatively 
little to the imagination. 

A few grease-marks marred her creamy skin here 
and there where the wire had rubbed against it~one 
on her thigh, a longer one upon her naked midriff. 
Signs of her toil. They made her feel almost sluttish, 
somehow. Certainly not like the poised and well- 
groomed woman that she actually was. 

The conversation waned, Then, after a moment of 
silence, his words skirted forbidden ground. It was 
evident that he was letting his curiosity carry him 
away. And in a direction which she did not care for. 

“Leona...uh... this job I'm doing...” His gaze 
remained averted. “It’s got me puzzled, I’ve got to 
admit. The hush-hush stuff, I mean. Is it really that 
secret?” 

She froze. “It is.” 

But he pursued the issue, apparently missing the 
sudden coolness of her tone, “What are you trying 
to do, catch some Commie spies or something like 
that?” 

“Harry, you're getting paid, aren’t you? Well 
paid?” Chilling frost tinged her words. 

“Uh... sure. I can’t complain.” 

She sat up abruptly. “In that case, why don’t you 
be smart and mind your own goddam business.” 

His body tensed visibly. As if she had thrown a 
knife into him. And she knew immediately that he 
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was hurt. The screwdriver in his hand fell to the 
floor with a thud. 

“Sorry,” he murmured. “TI didn’t mean to pry.” He 
picked up the tool and resumed his task. 

Regretfully she recognized that she had spoken 
too sharply. Far more so than the occasion warranted. 
After all, this was a rather strange task for him to be 
doing. He had merely expressed interest and not 
downright nosiness. She could have brushed his 
question off with much less vehemence. 

But the harm was done, The sense of comradeship 
between them had vanished. She was his employer 
again, not his partner. Worse yet, though, was the 
fact that he would now be more curious than ever 
about his mysterious job. And she just couldn’t af- 
ford to let the matter stand like this, She would need 
him again—twice, at the very least. Once for the 
Bedford girl and then later for the weekend of Cam- 
eron’s stag party. It would be better all around if she 
soothed his ruffled feelings. 

“Harty .. 

“Yeah?” 

Her voice was soft. “Please forgive me. I shouldn’t 
have snapped at you the way I did.” 

“Forget it. You're paying me.” 

“No, you're still angry. And I can’t blame you. 
Let’s be friends, Harry. Please?” 

“Uh-huh. Friends. And I'll keep my mouth shut.” 

She pursed her lips in vexation. He was sullen. 
And so independent. Just like a man—touch him in a 
sensitive spot and he became a small boy. Now she 
was on the defensive. 


90 


But he didn’t look like a small boy. Ohno. Not 
with those broad shoulders and muscular arms. A 
man—every inch a man. She could ‘smell the sweat 
that broke out in glistening droplets on his bare back. 
And his show of masculine independence was a spur 
to her boiling blood. 

Well, there was always a way to get through to 
a man. The way. The rest of the house was deserted. 
No one would know. Right now—with both of them 
sweaty and grimy from work. Okay, why not? The 
squalor would make it even more thrilling. 

She stood up and touched him. Her nostrils flared, 
sniffing the manliness of him. Corded muscles rippled 
under the pressure of her fingers. 

He looked up mutely. 

“Harry, I—” 

It was as far as she got. His hands seized her, 
hauling her body down savagely. They tore at the 
halter and then as her breasts burst into freedom, she 
felt his open mouth on her burgeoning nipples. Kiss- 
ing. Then biting. As if he was venting his bottled-up 
resentment upon her vulnerable flesh. 

He yanked viciously at the waistband of her shorts. 
She arched frantically, struggling to help him. The 
garment shredded under the fierce onslaught; it did 
not come off, but its tattered fabric was no longer 
an impediment. 

Her back rolled upon the carpet. Pierces of metal 
jabbed into it. The screwdriver. Pliers, Snips of 
twisted wire with jagged ends that scratched her 
skin, Until the hotter flame deep in her body spread 
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to meet it and turn her entire being into a raging 
holocaust. 

A man, she thought. A real man. Not a small boy. 
_ He smelled like a man and acted like a man and 
_ was taking her like a man. Recklessly. Furiously. Re- 
" leasing his anger in the consuming clutch of her 
_ spasmodic response. Spilling his wrath in the all- 
encompassing embrace of her yielding flesh, 









A cry broke from her lips. A gasp of pain. The 
_ stabbing metal beneath her back was sheer agony. 
H But his mouth swooped down upon hers to smother 
| the sound. To swallow its explosion in a welter of 
_ gluttony. And the thrusts of his powerful frame soon 
_ turned the muffled noise to a tiny whimper. 
A whimper of joy. 
| Of ecstasy. 
And self-satisfaction. Because there was no more 
. anger between them. No more resenement. Which 
| was as it should be. The wrong was righted and 
all was well again. True genius allows for no mis- 
takes, 
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CHAPTER TEN 


THE MOMENT Enid Bedford opened the letter, she 
knew something was wrong. Terribly wrong. The 
very first words told her so. In Emory’s handwriting 
—the first words, 

Dear Enid... 

Her eyes began to blur. Dear Enid. Not darling 
Enid or even dearest Enid. Just that—Dear Enid. 

She read two more lines and then stumbled to her 
room. And there, alone, lying on her bed, she let the 
tears flow. Every now and then her eyes peered 
through the bleary mist to read a few more lines. But 
Emory’s words only added insult to injury, causing 
the sobbing to burst out anew. Until at last—twenty 
minutes and half a box of Kleenex later—she man- 
aged to read the whole thing straight through from 
beginning to end, 

Wellesley, of all places. Emory had fallen in love 
with a girl who went to Wellesley. Emory Schuyler 
ILI, the boy she had always thought she would marry 
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and settle down with to raise children and live happi- 
ly ever after. 

Only now it wouldn’t be Enid Bedford who would 
be the mother of the future Emory Schuyler IV, it 
would be someone else. Another girl. Sleek and 
sophisticated, no doubt, just like all those high- 
society creatures in the East, 

Dear Enid... 

How awful! But she should have known, Didn’t it 
always work out that way? Didn’t Harvard men 
always marry girls from Smith or Wellesley or Vassar 
or Bryn Mawr or Sarah Lawrence or even schools 
like Bennington and— 

Oh, what was the use? Why go on like this? They 
certainly didn’t marry Fairfax girls, that was for sure. 
Not white-shoe Harvard boys. There was just too 
much distance—in miles and in social standing— 
between Fairfax and the Ivy League. And even 
though Emory had grown up as the boy next door, 
practically, he had been at Harvard too long to be 
anything but a certified Eastern-type Ivy Leaguer. 

Damn...damn damn damn! 

The tears gushed again. And then the door opened 
and she was caught—red-faced, weepy-eyed, embar- 
rassed, It made her feel like a bawling baby to be 
seen like this, She didn’t want to cry in front of her 
new roommate. 

“Enid ... honey... what’s the matter?” 

But she couldn’t answer. The letter was lying on 
the bed beside her; she pointed to it and hid her 
tear-stained face behind a fresh wad of tissues. 

“This?” Stacy picked up the letter. 
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Enid nodded in mute misery. It was a private 
correspondence. Tidings of woe which she would 
have to bear herself, She shouldn't have let anyone 
else read it. 

But it was too late. Stacy was already devouring 
the written words with avid eyes. Frowning, mut- 
tering under her breath, she read the letter through. 
Then at last she tossed it down and stood there, arms 
akimbo, 

“Men!” It was a contemptuous snort. 

Enid stared at her. Stacy looked so solid. Firm. A 
tower of strength to lean. against in her hour of 
need, And if ever there was’such an hour, this was 
it. 

“Oh... Stacy...Stacy...” 

“Easy, honey. Take it easy.” 
~ “But—but what am I going to do?” 

“Do?” Stacy shrugged. Then her expression melted 
to warm tenderness and she sank to the bed, resting 
on one knee. “Better finish crying it out, honey.” 

“No. I don’t want to cry any——” Enid’s lips quiv- 
ered and she fought down a rising sob, 

“It's all right, baby. Go ahead and’ cry. Don’t be 
ashamed. It’s a pretty tough jolt to take-all at once. It 
came just like that, huh? No warning?” 

“N-no, Just the letter...” 

“The bastard, The least he could have done was 
soften the blow a little.” Stacy lowered her body to 
a sitting position. Her hand patted Enid’s hair. “So 
don’t be ashamed of a few tears, baby. Although 
I doubt if he’s. worth crying about. Looks like Emory 
Schuyler number three is a two-legged rat.” 
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“I won't cry. I won't! I've cried enough.” Hysteria 
gripped her, She scrambled up from the bed. 

“Hey! Where are you going?” 

“Tl show him. Stacy, you're absolutely right. He’s 
a rat.” She tugged a bureau drawer open and pawed 
through it frenziedly. “I never want to see his face 
again.” : 

“Kid, what the hell are you——” 

“See? A rat...” Enid brandished Emory’s photo- 
graph. And with a brusque motion she ripped it in 
half. Then, again and again, she doubled the pieces 
one upon another, twisting and tearing until the 
picture was in fragments. And still she kept trying 
to tear the tiny bits apart. 

“Hey, slow down. It’s over. You're getting yourself 
all worked up over nothing.” 

“That's right. Over nothing.” Enid’s voice rose 
shrilly, slipping out of control. “That rat. I'll show 
him. Ill—” 

Stacy leaped from the bed. “Kid, cut it out! You're 
getting hysterical. Quit yelling.” 

But the terrible bitterness was too much to bear, 
and Enid could not hold herself in check. Turbul- 
ence seethed within her shattering the last vestige 
of self-restraint, 

Stacy swung her arm. Crack! Her open hand lashed 
across Enid’s cheek in a sharp swat. 

Enid gasped. And as the torn pieces of Emory’s 
picture floated to the floor like confetti, she stag- 
gered and sagged and felt her knees giving way be- 

neath her crumpling weight. The fury ebbed from 
her limbs, leaving her helpless, 
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With a quick movement, Stacy seized her falling 
body. Enid sobbed, slumping gratefully into the 
strong embrace that kept her propped up. Stacy 
stepped backward, pulling, dragging, and they tum- 
bled to the bed together. 

“There, baby. Cry it out...” Stacy’s gentle voice 
was a healing balm. “Forgive me. Did I hurt you? 
I had to do it. But I didn’t mean to hit you so 
hard.” 

The tears flowed and dripped. “It—it’s all 
right...” Enid caught her breath, panting for air 
and at the same time burrowing into the comforting 
hollow of Stacy’s shoulder. 

“Poor sweet kid. Oh, I feel so awful, slapping you 
like that. But it was the only way to make you stop. 
I thought you were going off your rocker.” 

Enid trembled in shame. How foolish of her, losing 
her head and coming apart at the seams like that. 
Like a spoiled brat in a temper tantrum. And now 
she had Stacy all upset, too, Because of that little 
slap. 

“It’s all right,” she said again. “You didn’t hurt 
me.” She spoke between the sobs that still wracked 
her body. “Oh, Stacy, what would I have done with- 
out you,” 

“Hush now...” 

“Oh, you're so good to me.” 

“Of course. Isn’t that what roomies are for?” 

The sobbing slackened. Peace returned to Enid’s 
mind, But she didn’t want to move. It felt so good to 
lie here like this, nestled in the sheltering haven of 
Stacy’s strength. Breathing was easier now and she 
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could smell the fragrance of Stacy's skin right 
through her blouse. It was so nice, 

The soothing hand on the back of her neck. So 
nice. Soft fingers stroking away the hurt as if they 
were trying to tell her that the world hadn’t come 
to an end. And it hadn't. Because Stacy was right. 
Emory was a two-legged rat, but she wasn’t going 
to give up living just because he had thrown her 
over. Who needed him? There were other fish in 
the sea. 

Anyway, right now she didn’t want to think about 
Emory and his Wellesley women. She just wanted to 
lie here in the quiet calm after the storm. But she 
couldn’t, of course. Stacy was probably getting un- 
comfortable. And damp from all that crying. 

“Your blouse,” Enid murmured. “Stacy, I got your 
blouse all wet. It’s soaked through and through.” 

“Uh-huh.” 

“But—" 

“Hush, honey. Don’t worry about it.” Stacy 
wriggled. “There now. I don’t even feel it.” 

Enid felt funny. Because the top of the blouse was 
kind of loose and out of the way now. Her cheek was 
pressed against Stacy's bare skin. Funny—but nice, 
somehow, Yes, nice. And yet there was something 
-+- well, something wrong about it. 

She raised her head. 

“No, honey.” Stacy's whisper sounded strangely 
thick. “Don’t move. Just rest. It'll do you good,” 

“But it’s—it’s silly. I feel much better now. Be- 
sides, someone might come in and «os and,,.” 

“And see us like this? So what? Anyway, there 

98 


| 


isn’t anybody around by now. Not a soul. The kids 
are over at the gym, every one of them.” 

“The gym? Oh. The fencing match with the Ome- 
gas. I forgot all about it. But shouldn’t we—" 

“Shhh ...” Stacy held her close. “We're not on the 
team. They won't miss us.” 

“But I’m a pledge. I'm supposed to—” 

“Stop fretting, baby. I'll cover up for you. And this 
is more important. You've just had a bad shock and 
we'd better be sure you're over it.” 

“But I am, Stacy. I'm okay now.” 

“Honey, you're still shaking. I can feel it.” Stacy's 
hand moved. “I can feel you trembling. Uh-huh. And 
I know just the thing to calm you down.” 

“Stacy, what are you——” 

“Mmm, you're so soft. Like a pretty flower, Let me 
pet you a little bit. Like this...” 

“Oh?” 

“There. Isn’t that nice?” 

“But—" 

“Hush, You'll like it. See? It'll make you forget 
all about that Emory rat. Emory Schuyler the third. 
Hah! Who gives a damn about him?” 

“Stacy, I wish you wouldn’t—” 

“Relax, baby. Sweet baby. Oh, how I wish we 
could be alone. Really alone, I mean. For a whole 
weekend maybe, away from this stupid campus. Just 
so we could get to know each other. Would you like 
that?” 

“Yes, of course. But I wish you—” 

“Enid, I've got an idea. A wonderful idea. I'll bet 
I can get Leona Sinclair to invite us to her place for 
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a weekend, And there won't be any trouble about 
signing out, either.” 

“Leona Sinclair? Really?” 

“Uh-huh. No trouble at all. We can go—” 

“Stacy!” ; 

“Huh? Oh. No, don’t move. Sure, I can fix it, Tl 
call Leona and ask her to—” 

“Ooh, that feels so funny. We shouldn’t be——” 

“Shhh...” 

“Please stop. What if the fencing match ends early 
and the girls come back and—oh—Stacy... please 
“Uh-huh. Maybe you're right. Wait, honey.” 
Enid’s temples throbbed. A wave of relief washed 
over her as Stacy slipped away. Relief—and yet, 
somehow, something totally different. Something she 
couldn’t understand, And then, as she saw Stacy 
stride to the door and jam a tilted chair under the 
knob, she realized that she would soon know what it 
was, 

Stacy tumed... 

That look in her eyes. Enid’s heart pounded. It 
was going to happen. Soon. Any minute now. The 
door was shut against any possible intruders. She felt 
weightless. Detached. And yet—in some unaccount- 
able way—terribly impatient, Whatever it was, she 
could hardly wait for it to begin. 
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CHAPTER ELEVEN 


THE SECOND FLIGHT from New York had been a bore, 
but Harry didn’t mind. He was certainly getting paid 
enough for it. And this time he had no work to do, 
That first time, well, he had sure earned his dough, 
The wiring had turned out to be quite a job. And 
hiding those tape-recorders an even tougher one. 

No, he didn’t want to go through that again. Leona 
Sinclair wasn’t exactly easy to work for. A perfection- 
ist, practically. And she had demanded perfection 
from him. Those damn gadgets were so neatly 
tucked away that no one but he could reach them. 
Leona knew where they were, of course, but even 
she would never be able to pry out the boards to 
get to the controls. Or to change the tapes when it 
became necessary. 

Which was okay, as far as Harry was concerned. 
For that kind of loot he was glad to spend another 
weekend at Stonecrest. And she had mentioned 
something about a third one, too. At this rate he’d be 
getting rich in a hurry. 
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Although he still wasn’t quite sure what is was all 
about. A couple of girls were coming in by train, 
youngsters from Leona’s old college sorority. The 
gadgets were going to be used to play some sort of 
trick on them, he knew. But it didn’t sound right, 
somehow. All that money just for a sorority prank. 

Still, he had no gripe coming, As long as he was 
getting his share, what difference did it make? Only 
his share was strictly in coin. No fringe benefits. Not 
with Leona’s husband in the picture. 

That too was okay, though. Cameron Sinclair was 
a helluva nice guy, and Harry felt pretty guilty about 
that other weekend. Rolling around on the floor, with 
grease and grime and sweat all over them. And then 
later—after a shower, thank goodness—rolling around 
on Leona’s bed. Cameron Sinclair was too nice a 
person to have a wife who did things like that. 

But this weekend had a long way to go yet. Maybe 
Leona did have designs on him. He wouldn’t put it 
past her. And since they hadn’t had a chance to say 
much to each other privately, he just wasn’t sure 
what she wanted. All this hush-hush secrecy was 
driving him nuts. The tape-recorders were bad en- 
ough, but playing around with a cheating wife was 
just too much. Especially now. Now that he knew 
the husband. 

Cameron Sinclair seemed pretty smart, but he was 
sure as hell gullible. Either that, or his wife had him 
completely under her thumb. He had swallowed 
Leona’s story without hesitation—Harry Dunlap was 
a free-lance writer out here to do a magazine article 
on the Sinclairs of Stonecrest, The man was an aristo- 
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crat of the first order, a true blueblood from the 
word go. Despite that fact, however, he had an 
amazingly pleasant manner, Earlier in the day he 
had conducted Harry on a tour of the estate and 
had been remarkably guileless and candid in his 
conversation. 

Harry couldn’t help but like the guy. And in his 
phony role as a writer, he had managed to learn 
enough information to satisfy at least some of his 
wrought-up curiosity, Cameron Sinclair was plan- 
ning a stag party for a bunch of Chicago bigshots, 
executives of Muller Industries. A stag party, with no 
holds barred. And in the course of their man-to-man 
talkfest, Harry began to put two and two together. 
Only it didn’t add up to four. 

Later, in his room in the guesthouse, he tried to 
figure it out. Obviously the tape-recorders he had in- 
stalled were going to be used during the stag affair. 
But what for? A gag? Or was there something more 
sinister involyed—blackmail maybe? Either way, it 
was apparent that Sinclair wasn’t in on it. Perhaps he 
was even going to be one of the victims. And it all 
added up to only one thing: Leona was a treacher- 
ous bitch. 

No, it wasn’t a very pretty picture. Still, he could 
be wrong, he realized—maybe it was a gag. Some 
kind of hoax that Leona was going to play to spice 
up the party. If so, it was a mighty elaborate one. 
And expensive, to say the least. , > 

» Anyway, it was no skin off his nose. Best he keep 
his yap shut and mind his own business, After all, he 
was only a poor working stiff among these upper- 
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echelon people. Even as a “writer” he didn’t rank 
very high. There were plenty of empty rooms in the 
big mansion, but he didn’t rate one of them. Leona 
had put him in the little guesthouse instead, so he 
figured his status fell somewhere between that of a 
legitimate guest and a lowly servant. 

Still, it didn’t bother him much. The place wasn’t 
exactly palatial, but it was comfortable. What. the 
hell, he’d do his job and then be on his way. Let the 
Sinclairs solve their own problems. Even if there 
was some dastardly plot afoot, he was certainly in 
the clear. 

Except, of course, for the thing about Leona. The 
sex bit. He only hoped the coming night in the guest- 
house wouldn’t be disturbed by a sneaky visit from 
her. Oh, she was a luscious dish, all right, but he 
just couldn’t be that much of a skunk. Once was 
enough. Too much, in fact. He’d never be able to 
look Cameron Sinclair in the eye if Leona was hot 
for another session. 

But—as it turned out—all his fears were unneces- 
sary. Late in the afternoon he was left alone with 
the woman while Cameron drove to the town rail- 
road station to pick up the incoming girls. And Harry 
soon recognized that Leona was interested only in 
his work and not his body, 

She led him upstairs. But after a split-second of 
panic, he knew that her purpose was above reproach. 
Or comparatively so, at least. Her demeanor was 
entirely business-like and she gave no indication that 
it might ever again be otherwise. She was friendly, 
of course, but he had no doubt now that they had 
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completely resumed their original relationship— 
employer and employee. A roll in the hay was no 
part of it. 

In the largest of the guest chambers she told him 
what she wanted done. Only one of the machines was 
to be put to use, the one in this room. Would he 
check it now and make-sure that it had a fresh tape 
ready to roll? 

He followed instructions. “But it'll have to be 
switched on,” he said. “Will I get a chance to do it 
later?” 

Leona nodded. “Some time tonight—after dinner. 
I'll pretend I've left some notes for your magazine 
article upstairs and send you after them. Do it then. 
All right?” 

“Fine. Just as long as no one else is up here. I 
wouldn’t care to be caught wandering around like 
a thief. I’m supposed to be a writer, not a second- 
story man.” 

She ignored his lame quip. “And tomorrow I'll see 
to it that the place is empty long enough for you to 
pick up the tape. Take it to the guesthouse and put it 
among your things until I ask you for it.” 

“Don’t you want me to run it? I figured that was 
why you had me keep the little portable in the guest- 
house. So I could test it before you do your big play- 
back scene.” 

“No, Harry, don’t bother.” She frowned. “My big 
playback scene—what did you mean by that?” 

He shrugged. “Well, I got the impression it was 
some sort of joke you're working on your guests. You 
know—tape their private conversation, whatever the 
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hell it is, and then play it back right under their 
noses. Isn’t that it?” 

“Um, well, something like it, anyway. But run- 
ning it in advance won't be necessary. Actually, to- 
night is just a test. It’s not very important. The real 
thing will come later—in about two weeks, I think. 
I'll need you again then, and you'll have to put all 
three machines in operation. I'll phone you in New 
York and let you know exactly when. Okay?” 

“Sure. I'll be ready. Any time at all.” 

“Good. Now finish up and come right down. My 
husband should be back with the girls soon.” She 
threw him a slightly stand-offish smile and walked 
out. 

He took a final check. Everything was in working 
order. And he felt a certain sense of relief about what 
she had told him. Relief and understanding. 

It was fairly clear now. As he had already sur- 
mised, the devices would be used for the stag party. 
And tonight’s use was only a kind of trial run. Yes, 
Leona was a perfectionist, all right. She had to be 
positive that the concealed machines would work. It 
was apparent now that she had to test them under 
the exact circumstances in which they would be 
needed later. And she was using the sorority girls as 
guinea pigs. 

The woman didn’t do things by halves, that was for 
sure. All that trouble—and money—just for a dry run. 
For anyone else, it just wouldn’t have seemed reason- 
able. Anyone else but Leona. That quirk of perfec- 
tionism was practically a mania with her. 

Anyway, he knew the score now... 
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After he met the girls, Harry was even more re- 
lieved. They were both quite charming, and he was 
glad that they were merely guinea pigs and not con- 
nected with the big scheme. Somehow, he still had 
qualms about that forthcoming stag party, with its 
mysterious overtones. It sounded pretty sinister. 

But then, toward evening, he noticed something 
about the girls that began to upset him. They were 
nice kids, true, but he detected a rather odd quality 
in their relationship, In the way they looked at each 
other. In the way they held hands when they thought 
nobody was looking. 

A pair of Lesbians? 

Impossible. In sophisticated New York, maybe— 
hell, half the broads in Manhattan played around 
that way. But out here in the sticks, it just couldn't 
be. They were just affectionate college kids, that was 
all. Roommates, from what he gathered. And yet he 
couldn’t help wondering. 

The older one looked kind of boyish, he had to 
admit. But it was the other one who made him stew. 
The blonde named Enid, She was just too damn 
naive for that sort of thing. And too damn feminine, 
really, Feminine and beautiful. The mere possibility 
of it made him miserable. The notion that Stacy 
North might be taking advantage of the kid’s obvious 
innocence was almost more than he could bear. 

Deliberately, he set out to woo the little blonde. 
Oh, not in a sexy way, of course. What the hell, he 
was no seducer of young virgins. But he had to get 
friendly enough to find out if his suspicions were 
true. If they were, then the tape in the girls’ bedroom 
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wasn’t going to be much of a gag. And he hated be- 
ing involved in such a nasty stunt. 

He got Enid alone for a while. It wasn’t too diffi- 
cult; Stacy and Leona had much to talk about to- 
gether, it seemed, and Cameron had already done 
his share of good deeds for the day. Best of all, the 
little blonde was quite willing to spend some time 
with what she thought was a dyed-in-the-wool writer. 

Harry found the deception annoying. But he had 
to go through with it, of course, And: soon his lying 
pose bothered him to the point of disgust. Because 
the kid was a delight. A positive delight. And it was 
evident that she liked him. 

No, Enid was no Lesbian—he was sure of it. Re- 
gardless of what he had seen earlier, the youngster 
was normal and healthy and wholesome. The kind of 
girl who would marry some lucky guy and spawn 
kids as beautiful as herself. Hell, if he didn’t watch 
out, he could easily fall in love with her himself— 
that was how terrific he thought she was. Which was 
going some—considering the fact that all he really 
_ wanted was to clean up his job and get the hell out 
of Stonecrest. The cloak-and-dagger crud was get- 
ting on his nerves, and he felt rotten about deceiv- 
ing such a sweet chick. 

It bothered him all through dinner. But it was 
afterward, when Leona sent him upstairs to get her 
nonexistent notes, that the feeling came to a head. 
Joke or not, the whole business made him sick to his 
stomach. 

But money is money, and he had to do what he 
was being paid for. Nevertheless, as he clicked the 


108 










tches on the tape-recorder, the queasy sensation 
reached its peak. Leona Sinclair set a fine table, and 
dinner had been excellent—but he sure as hell felt 
like puking it right back up again. 


109 


CHAPTER TWELVE 


Ir was monstrovs, As long as she lived, Stacy knew 
she would never forget the shock of that talk with 
Leona. In the downstairs den, Enid and that Harry 
Dunlap person out on the verandah. Cameron Sin- 
clair resting in his own room. And just the two of 
them—Stacy and Leona—in the den. 

It should have been a happy occasion. A reunion, 
practically. With stolen kisses to bind them together 
even more closely. A lovers’ rendezvous—that’s what 
it should have been. 

But it wasn’t... 

It was more like a nightmare, 

Stacy had done Leona’s bidding. She had seduced 
Enid and brought her to Stonecrest. She had proved 
herself willing to do whatever Leona asked of her. 
Anything. Anything at all. 

But this? A hidden tape-recorder in the bedroom? 
It just couldn’t be. To act out a scene with Enid 
while the tape took it all down? No, it was some sort 
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of joke. It had to be. Such things didn’t really hap- 

n. 
ee Leona, you can’t mean it. You're kidding, aren't 
you? Please tell me you aren't serious.” 

“I was never more serious in my life.” 

“But—" 

“Stacy, stop sputtering and listen to me. I told you 
_ what to do and I won't take no for an answer. You're 
in this too deep to back out now. You'll take that kid 
to bed tonight and do exactly as I said—understand?” 

“But why? The tape, I mean. Leona, why? Why 
should you want a thing like that recorded?” 

“I can’t tell you that. I've got my reasons, but 
they're no concern of yours. One thing I'll promise 
you, though—you won't be harmed. Not in any way.” 

“And Enid? What about her?” 

“Oh, she'll get a bit of a jolt, I suppose. But it will 
all work out okay in the end. She'll be all right, too. 
The tape won't be made public, you know. In fact, 
it's doubtful if anyone else even learns of its exist- 
ence.” 

“But—but it sounds so...so wicked...” 

“Wicked? Of course it’s wicked—I won't deny that. 
Stacy, this is a wicked world we live in. It’s a jungle 
and we're all animals, whether we like it or not. 
Animals—every one of us. And in the jungle there’s 
only one law that has any meaning. Survival, Sur- 
vival of the fittest.” 

“It’s just too cruel.” 

“Cruel? Hah! What do you know about cruelty? 
Stacy, you're my friend and I want to be good to 
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you. But don’t cross me. Just don’t—or you'll find out 
how cruel I can be.” 

“Leona, what are you saying? Do you mean—” 

“Forget it, honey. Look at the nice side, Here, take 
a peek at this. A letter from my friend the judge.” 

“Oh, Is it—is it going to be all right?” 

“Of course. It’s all set, You'll have to appear be- 
fore him, naturally, but it will be in his private 
chambers, And you'll never hear the name Sadie 
Norvik again. Now. Don’t you think I’m being good 
to you?” 

“Yes. Oh, yes. It’s wonderful.” 

“Then you've got to do this little favor for me.” 

“Little favor. Leona, what you're asking is—” 

“Come now, don’t make such a fuss over it. Okay, 
so it’s a big favor. What's the difference? After all, 
I'm in the position to do a lot more for you, Not just 
this business with the judge. You're aware of that, 
aren't you?” 

“I—I guess so, Yes, I know you can help me. But 
this—do I have to earn your help this way?” 

“Stacy, you're not earning my help. We're friends, 
that’s all. And that’s what friendship means—we 
have to help each other whenever it’s necessary.” 

“And this would be helping you?” 

“It would, More than you know.” 

“Uh-huh. And what if I don’t? What you're asking 
me to do—what if I refuse?” 

“Then we wouldn't be friends any more, Stacy. We 
might even become enemies,” 

“Oh...” 

“But that isn’t going to happen, is it?” 
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“I-I guess not. No, I wouldn’t want that. I 
wouldn’t want you as my enemy, Leona.” 

“Good. I thought you'd see it my way. Now listen, 
honey. I'll tell you how to go about it...” 

And although the words had never been spoken 
openly, Stacy knew that the threat was there. The 
big threat. The club over her head. Leona Sinclair 
knew too much about Sadie Norvik. Sadie Norvik 
from Detroit. The butcher’s daughter. 

Yes, she had to see it Leona’s way... 

But was the world really a jungle? How could 
someone like Leona think of herself as an animal? 
She had money. Security. A lovely home. And such 
a wonderful husband! Cameron Sinclair was just 
about perfect. Couldn’t Leona be satisfied with what 
she had? 

Still, who could tell? Maybe the world was a 
jungle. A place where the big animals slaughtered 
the little animals, No, Enid wouldn't be slaughtered, 
exactly—Leona had promised that. But the poor kid 
certainly wasn’t going to come out of it unscratched. 
Whatever its purpose, the tape was bound to lead to 
trouble. 

But no tape would lead to trouble, too. Trouble 
for Sadie Norvik. Disaster, even. And it was plainly 
up to Stacy North to stave off such a disaster, It had 
to be done. 

. And now it was time... 

Here. Now. Because the playlet was already under 
way. And somewhere in this dark bedroom a tape 
was moving quietly and picking up every sound. 

113 


Every word. Every sigh. Every moan. Every whisper 
and rustle and creak of the bedspring, 

“Enid...” 

“Hmm?” 

“Do you like that? Do you like what I’m doing?” 

“Oh, yes. You know I do.” 

“Isn’t it nice, being here alone like this? Isn’t it 
better than the sorority house?” 

“Uh-huh. Stacy, do you have to talk? Can’t we 
just—" 

“But it’s fun to talk, darling. And we don’t have to 
worry about being overheard. The walls in this place 
are so thick. And there aren’t any snoopy girls 
around. We can make all the noise we want to. You 
don’t mind, do you?” 

“I—I don’t know.” 

“You'll see. I'll talk to you and you'll talk to me. 
We won't even have to whisper. Please, honey?” 

“All right. What’ll we talk about?” 

“Don’t you know, Enid? About us, of course. About 
this. Do you like it?” 

“Mmm...” 

“Then tell me. Tell me how much you like it, 
Oooh, it gets me so excited to hear you. Please?” 

“Uh-huh. Ill try...” 

Stacy trembled. It was getting her excited. Enid’s 
voice was so hesitant and full of shame. The poor 
kid was positively squirming with embarrassment. 

But it wasn’t all embarrassment. Oh no. That soft 
voice was getting less and less prudish. More and 
more bold. And Enid was still squirming. 

Then, “Stacy, what are you...” 
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“Keep talking.” 

“Oh, I can’t. Not when you do that to me.” 

“But it’s nice, isn’t it? You like it. You know you 
do. And when I...” 

“Stacy!” 

“Hmm...” 

“Oh, you shouldn’t. It’s wrong.” 

Stacy stopped. “It isn’t wrong, darling. When I 
kiss you like that, it isn’t wrong at all. It’s what 
Lesbians do.” 

“But I’m not a Lesbian. I’m not.” 

“Of course not. And neither am I, honey. This is 
just a kind of substitute and we both know it.” 

“Then do you have to—” 

“Yes. And so will you.” 

“What?” 

“You heard me, Enid.” 

“No. Never. I just couldn’t—” 

“Silly girl. Sweet silly little girl. It won't hurt 
you. What are you afraid of?” 

“Oh Stacy, can’t we just—well, you know. Like 
back in our own room at school? I liked that.” 

“You'll like this even more.”' 

“No, I won't. I know I won't. I didn’t even like it 
when you started to—” 

“Didn't you? Really?” 

“Well...” 

“Uh-huh. Enid, you're just scared, that’s all. You're 
just a scared little girl.” 

“Tm not scared.” 

“Then why...uh...” 

“Oh!” 
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“Wait. Let me just twist around like—” 

“No. Please. What are you——” 

But the protest was stifled. There were no more 
words. Only noises, Strange little noises. And the 
liidden machine was catching each sound, Stacy 
knew. Catching it and printing it on the slowly 
moving tape that would some day play it back. Each 
whimper and squeal. Each panting sob for breath. 
All of it. From beginning to end. Every sound. 

No, not every sound. All but one. 

And she could hear it the loudest. That one, The 
sound of those terrible words drumming in her 
brain. That voice, firm and inexorable. Would it 
never let up? 

No, it wouldn’t be on the tape. But she could hear 
it just the same. She would hear it for the rest of her 
life. Even if she lived to be a hundred. Leona’s voice. 
You're in this too deep to back out now... 
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CHAPTER THIRTEEN 


SLEEP WOULD NOT COME. Enid lay there staring up 
at the dark ceiling. She tried closing her eyes, but 
the sensitive lids seemed to grate on her eyeballs and 
they snapped open again in a moment that was al- 
most involuntary, 

Alongside her, Stacy had dropped off. Apparently 
no qualms of conscience bothered her. No regrets. 
No remorse, No misgivings to prod her brain and 
lacerate her nerves with sharp-pointed fingers of 
shame and scorn. How peaceful she looked. How 
different from only a few moments ago. 

No, nothing troubled Stacy. Not even the vile 
things they had just done to each other. That twisted, 
feverishly clinging and churning embrace. So de- 
praved, 

Depraved? Vile? 

Enid shuddered. If such things were so foul, why 
had she done them? Because Stacy had forced her 
to? Oh, yes, that was certainly the obvious conclu- 
sion. It was so easy, so simple to follow that line of 
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reasoning. It was Stacy’s fault, not hers. For a little 
while she had become Stacy’s pawn. But she knew 
better now. And she would never do those awful 
things again. Never, 

There now. Her conscience was clear. 

Then why couldn’t she sleep? She was exhausted 
from the long day and the frenzied night. Why 
couldn’t she sink into the dreamless oblivion that her 
mind and body needed? Why was she still tossing 
and turning like this? 

Well, Enid? 

It was too painful. She didn’t want to think about 
it. But it wouldn’t let her alone—not until she came 
to grips with the problem. And it still was a problem. 

Sure, it was easy to place the blame on Stacy. Easy 
to take any line of reasoning and make it arrive at 
whatever conclusion she wanted to. Only it was er- 
roneous logic. 

Now where did that come from? Erroneous logic 
—Grandfather’s words, of course. You could add any 
group of statistical facts and figures and juggle them 
to make as many different results as you liked. Busi- 
nessmen did it. Politicians did it. Economic experts 
and advertising reseachers and even college pro- 
fesors—they all did it, But it was still erroneous 
logic. 

Oh, if only she could be as wise as Grandfather. 
But she wasn’t, of course, and could never hope to 
be. And besides, she was too involved personally to 
seek out the objective viewpoint that he always in- 
sisted upon, 

Personally, yes—and emotionally. Those unspeak- 
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able evils had been forced upon her, true, but she 
hadn’t put up much resistance. Hardly any. And 
after the first few moments, none at all. Because she 
had found herself enjoying it. Because she had liked 
what Stacy was doing to her. What she was doing to 
Stacy. Because she just couldn’t make herself stop. 

There. It was out in the open where she could 
face it. No more putting the blame on someone else. 
No more erroneous logic. Just a simple compilation 
of facts and figures. But they didn’t result in an 
answer. No. Only a question. 

Am I a Lesbian? 

She looked at Stacy. Only a single bedsheet cov- 
ered the sleeping girl’s body. Slowly she tugged the 
wrinkled sheet downward. The nude breasts stared 
back at her. They were pretty. The round curves of 
flesh were quite artistic. 

The sheet slipped farther. The naked body was 
beautiful. She had never known that soft female 
hollows and hills could be so fascinating. No wonder 
painters and sculptors did so much work with nude 
girls as models, 

She leaned over the motionless body. Yes, she had 
kissed that smooth skin. And enjoyed it. Did she feel 
like kissing it again? Did she want to place her lips 
on— 

Wait. Maybe she did, But why? Because it was 
Stacy? Was she in love with Stacy, Was that the 
reason? 

Silly. Of course not. Stacy was here—that was all. 
Any other girl would have done just as well. Any 
woman. Any nice-looking naked body. Leona: Sin- 
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clair, for instance. What if Leona were here instead | 
of Stacy? | 

Yes, she would have felt like kissing Leona. The 
way her head was spinning now, she just felt like 
kissing. Anyone. Just anyone at all, Stacy had awak- 
ened something inside her, and it was exciting to 
know that it even existed. Her own body was a res- 
ervoir of untapped passion. She knew it now. And it 
was wonderful—and yes, frightening too—to gain 
such self-awareness. Only it didn’t have to be Stacy. 
Anyone would do. 

Anyone? A man? Emory? 

How strange. What if it were Emory Schuyler? 
Or Cameron Sinclair. Or that nice young Harry Dun- 
lap. 

Resolutely, Enid pulled the sheet back up. No, she 
didn’t want to awaken Stacy and plunge into that 
ridiculous cycle of sex followed by remorse again. 
Going around and around like that wasn’t going to 
solve anything. But she still couldn’t sleep. And she 
couldn't lie here alongside Stacy, either. 

Somewhat amazed at her own capriciousness, Enid 
slid out of bed. She dressed quickly, donning slacks 
and a blouse and a pair of flat sandals. It would do 
her good, she hoped, to go downstairs and be alone 
for a while. Perhaps she might even tiptoe out and 
take a little stroll outside. The rolling lawns of the 
estate would look beautiful in the light of the full 
moon. 

Hmm, a full moon. Was that what had got her into 
this fix? Maybe it was an old wives’ tale, but weren't 

120 





women supposed to be creatures governed by the 
moon? 

She glanced at Stacy. And with a silent giggle, she 
went out the door and down the staircase, She felt 
better now. Puzzled—but certainly less agitated. Her 
personal muddle would have to wait until she could 
think more rationally. Meanwhile, well, no more 
fault-finding or self-recrimination. Let the moon take 
the blame. 

There were dim bulbs burning on the lower floor 
of the house and she had no trouble finding her way. 
Quietly, she slipped out the front door and started 
to walk. The big moon was a breath-taking sight. It 
seemed to be smiling at her in benign sympathy. 

But its mellow glow had competition. At the end 
of the vaulted trellis another bright light beamed. 
Apparently someone else was awake, too. Harry 
Dunlap. The radiance came from the window of the 
little guesthouse. 

Enid paused. Should she or shouldn’t she? Oh, 
why not? He was such a nice fellow. As long as he 
was still up, perhaps he wouldn’t mind some com- 
pany. An amiable chat would help take her mind off 
her problems. 

She tapped at the door. 

“Huh? Okay, just a minute.” 

The door swung open. He stood there, wearing 
only pajama bottoms, his sturdy frame silhouetted 
in the light. For an instant his face looked grim, and 
then as he recognized her the dour expression van- 
ished. 

“Oh, it’s you, Enid.” 
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“T—I hope I'm not disturbing you. I couldn’t sleep 
and I saw your light so—” 

“Is there something wrong?” 

“No. Nothing like that. I just thought you might 
not mind a little company. A friendly chat, maybe?” 

“Oh. Sure, come on in, Always glad to see a fellow 
insomniac. I was reading a very dull book.” 

She stepped inside and dropped into a chair. He 
reached for his pajama top and started to put it on, 
but her words stopped him. “Please don’t bother. 
It's so warm tonight. I’m sure you're more com- 
fortable without it.” 

He shrugged and sat down on the narrow bed. 
“Cigarette?” He gestured toward an open pack. 
“Sorry I can’t offer you a drink.” 

“No need, thanks, 'm not much of a drinking 
girl. Although I’m pleased that you thought me old 
enough to have one. Most people treat me like a 
child.” 

“Well, you are pretty young.” 

“Oh sure—young, that’s me. Harry, I’m old enough 
to go to college. And I'm old enough to get myself 
jilted.” 

“Jilted?” He chuckled. “Tell me about it.” 

They smoked and talked and she told him about 
Emory. And in the telling, she realized that the hurt 
was a thing of the past. Emory Schuyler III was no 
longer so important to her. And she wondered—out 
loud—if he had ever been. Why, she actually hoped 
that Harvard and Wellesley would have a long and 
successful happy married life. 

“They deserve each other,” Harry said wryly. 
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“No, I mean it. Talking about it has helped, I 
guess, I don’t feel bitter any more.” 

“Good. Just chalk it up to experience.” 

Enid was struck by the significance of his casual 
words. The thing she had gone through with Stacy 
—could she just chalk that up to experience, too? 
She found herself wishing she could tell Harry 
about it. He was such a kind person. 

No, he was more than kind. And lots better- 
looking than she had realized. Especially like this, 
naked to the waist. His bare chest looked so manly. © 

But he finally brought the conversation to halt. 
“Time for bed,” he told her. “Even insomniacs have 
to sleep sometime. Eight hours a night—and there is 
statistical evidence to prove it.” 

“Oh, pooh!” Enid snorted daintily. “My grand- 
father says you can prove anything with statistics.” 

“Smart man.” 

“He really is. He’s been asked to take a Washing- 
ton appointment. I'll bet you've heard of him. Luther 
Bedford?” 

Harry’s brows shot up. “Is he your grandfather? 
Of course I've heard of him. He’s famous.” 

“Don’t get me started on that subject. I can talk 
about him all night.” 

“Okay. Some other time.” 

They rose and went to the door together. And 
then, on a sudden impulse, Enid caught Harry's 
shoulder in her hand. She knew what had to be done. 
There was something she had to prove. And this 
was the moment to do it. 
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“Harry, kiss me. Please. Just once. Don’t say any- 
thing. Just kiss me and then I'll go.” 

There was shock in his eyes. Then amusement. 
And at last a tinge of tenderness. He bent his head 
slowly and pressed his lips to hers. 

It was a chaste kiss, At least it began that way. 
Then, quite deliberately, she gave him her tongue. 
It startled him. His body tensed and suddenly he 
was clutching her tightly. Her fingers dug into the 
muscles of his bare back. 

The embrace ended. 

“Holy smoke!” he muttered, 

Enid turned and sped off into the night. But not 
directly toward the big house. Because she still 
wasn't sleepy. Less than ever now. Her heart was 
pounding furiously; her breathing was wildly er- 
ratic. She could still feel the firm hardness of his 
masculine body against her. Her fingertips were 
tingling from the touch of him. 

No, she couldn’t go to bed yet. The feeling—this 
sense of sweet excitement—she would have to walk it 
off. It was like a fever raging within her. It would 
take quite a while to get herself calmed down again. 

But oh, she was happy. So happy. Because she had 
found the answer to that awful question. She 
wouldn't mind lying alongside Stacy now. It 
wouldn’t bother her at all. And if Stacy tried any 
of her funny tricks, well, this time they just wouldn’t 
work. This time or any other time. 

Enid hugged herself in glee. She knew what she 
wanted now, And it certainly wasn’t Stacy. Or any 
other woman. Because she saw clearly—as clearly as 
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she could see that friendly old moon up above—that 
she couldn’t possibly be a Lesbian. Not the way she 
felt now. 

It was a comfortable feeling. But deep down in- 
side, there was a little ridge of ice forming. Cold 
resentment. And it took only a single direction. Her 
roommate. Her bed-partner. From now on, Stacy 
had better keep her hands off. Or else. 


CHAPTER FOURTEEN 


STACY AWOKE with a start. It was dark and the 
strange surroundings puzzled her for a moment. 
Then she realized where she was. And why she was 
here, 

She turned her head. Reached out to check. No, 
Enid wasn’t there. Nothing to get alarmed about, 
though. The kid was in the bathroom, no doubt. 

Anyway, it was good to be alone for a few min- 
utes. Just to collect her thoughts and try to stem 
this lousy feeling that was rising within her. And it 
was lousy. As if she had committed some kind of 
crime and was waiting to be punished. 

Well, this feeling was punishment enough. More 
than enough, maybe, the way it was hanging on and 
keeping her from thinking about nicer things. And 
there were so many nicer things to think about, too— 
if it weren’t for this nasty sensation of guilt, 

Okay, she’d better get up and wash her face in 
cool water. As soon as Enid got out, But whatever 
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the kid was doing, she was sure taking her time 
about it. 

“Enid?” 

No answer. Stacy raised her voice and called again, 
wondering if the sound was still being taped. Prob- 
ably not. The damn thing couldn’t run forever, could 
it? 

But Enid wasn’t in the bathroom, that was cer- 
tain. Which meant, of course, that she had gone 
downstairs to the kitchen. Raid the refrigerator, 
Leona had told them. Roast beef, ham, Swiss cheese, 
potato salad—a dozen different delights to gladden 
the heart of the growing girl. 

Hmm, just thinking about it was enough to get 
anybody hungry. Okay, she would get up and join 
Enid in a snack. And perhaps this crummy feeling 
would go away. Nothing like a cold beer to wash 
away sin and such. 

Stacy rinsed her face in the bathroom and slipped 
into her robe. Halfway down the stairs she heard 
a noise from the area of the kitchen, Yes, Enid was 
there, all right, Stuffing herself with calories and 
vitamins to replenish some of that expended energy. 
Tape-recorder notwithstanding, that tussle up there 
in bed had been exhausting. 

But it wasn’t Enid... 

“Hi, Stacy.” In a rather fancy dressing gown, 
Cameron Sinclair was grinning at her. “You too?” 

“Huh?” 

“Hunger pangs. You too?” He spread a gob of 
mustard on his open sandwich. “Isn't Enid coming?” 
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“I—I thought she was here. Haven't you seen 
her?” 

“Why no. Not since we turned in.” 

“That's funny, Cameron, I woke up and she wasn’t 
there. So I figured she was——” 

“Not there? Odd...” 

From the front of the house, a sound penetrated. 
The soft click of a door being closed carefully. 

“Tll be damned,” Cameron said. “That’s her, I 
guess. What was she doing out at this hour?” He 
poked his head into the dimly lit hall. “Enid? Is that 
your” 

“Uh-huh. It’s me.” 

“We're in the kitchen. Come and have a bite.” 

A moment later Enid entered. There was a dreamy, 
peaceful expression on her lovely features, a look 
of pleased tranquility. Then her glance flicked over 
Stacy and the placid eyes narrowed to ice-blue slits. 

“Where were you?” Stacy said, 

“Just out? Out where? Enid, you have no idea 
how worried I was when I—” 

“You don’t have to worry about me. I can take 
care of myself. I’m not a child, you know.” 

Cameron smiled. “Of course you're not. We were 
just wondering, that was all.” 

“I took a walk. There’s a full moon out and since 
I wasn’t very sleepy, well I—” 

“A walk?” Stacy frowned. “At this time of night?” 

“That's what I said. I went for a stroll in the moon- 
light. So what? Did I break a rule or something? 
Stacy, what do I have to do, apologize?” 
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Stacy flinched at the bitterness in the girl’s tone. 
“Hey, what's got into you? What's the matter?” 

“Nothing’s the matter. Everything is fine. Just 
fine. Now will you kindly stop quizzing me.” 

Cameron chimed in placatingly. “No harm done. 
How about a little late-hour snack?” 

“No, thanks.” 

Stacy opened a can of beer. “You'd better. There’s 
nothing like this back at the Gamma Delta house.” 

“Tm not hungry.” 

“But you ought to—” 

“I said no. I'm going up to bed now. I just want 
to sleep. So don’t make any noise when you come 
up. Once I drop off I don’t want to be awakened.” 

Stacy shrugged, mildly mystified at the obvious 
defiance in the youngster’s attitude. “Okay, suit 
yourself.” 

“I'm going to do just that. Suit myself. 'm going 
back to Fairfax tomorrow.” 

“Tomorrow?” Stacy said. “But we’ve got another 
day to——” 

“I don’t care. I want to leave tomorrow.” Enid’s 
frigid tone turned more civil. “Cameron, I'm sorry 
if I sound rude. You and Leona have been so nice. 
But I’ve really got a lot of studying to do, and with 
exams coming up soon I—” 

“Exams?” Stacy’s lips twisted. “Since when did you 
have to start worrying about exams? Enid, I don’t 
understand you. Why are you acting this way?” 

“Forget it. I don’t have to explain anything to you. 
Whatever the reason, I don’t want to stay. Cameron, 
is there a train out during the day tomorrow?” 
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“I imagine so. Some time after noon, I'd say: The 
weekend schedule always mixes me up. But Leona 
has a timetable, Although I do wish you'd stay an- 
other night, my dear. Leona will be quite upset 
about your leaving.” 

“Sorry. I certainly don’t mean to cause any 
trouble. But I can’t stay, I’m afraid.” 

“You mean you won't,” Stacy said. . 

“Call it that, if you like. But I’m off to bed now. 
Good night.” With only a vestige of a polite smile, 
Enid nodded and marched out the kitchen door. 

A: small silence ensued. Cameron chewed and 
swallowed a mouthful of sandwich before he spoke. 
“I wish I knew what's bothering her. She's sure 
worked up over something.” His forehead creased in 
thought. “Say, do you think it might be that Dunlap 
boy? When she was outside, I mean.” 

“The Dunlap boy?” Stacy said vacantly. 

“In the guesthouse. The writer. He seems like a 
nice enough young chap. But you never can tell. 
Maybe Enid had some kind of a nm-in with him. 
You know; I’ve got a good mind to——” 

“No. It’s not because of him.” 

“Oh? You're sure? Stacy, you seem to know more 
about this than you're telling. Do you?” 

“I—I guess so.” ; 

“In that case I'd like to hear it. Is it a secret? Some- 
thing you don’t want to tell me about?” 

“Well...uh...I don’t think Leona would like 
it if— 

“Leona? What does she have to do with it?” 

“Uh... well...” Stacy bit her lip. 
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“Young lady, you're going to have to tell me. 1 
insist. What has Leona been up to?” 

“{—Id rather not.” 

“It’s too late for that now.” Cameron was adamant, 
Then his face softened and he patted her shoulder 
sympathetically. “And it’s troubling you too—I can 
see that, Wouldn't it ease your mind to talk about it? 
Whatever it is, it can’t be that bad.” 

“It’s—it’s bad, all right.” 

“We'll see. But not in here. We can go into the 
den, where we won't disturb anybody. The servants, 
I mean—their rooms are just on the other side of that 
wall. Come on, Stacy. Carry your beer—take a couple 
of extra cans if you want to. I'll bring the food.” 

She nodded in docile agreement, aware now that 
the man was quite right. She had to talk to someone. 
The food tasted like paper in her mouth. Even the 
foaming beer was faintly acrid to her palate, Nothing 
would feel right until she confessed, The burden was 
too much to bear. 

But how could she tell him? All of it? Could 
she tell him about her seduction of Enid? 

Yes. She was so ashamed of it now. Ashamed of 
the abnormal embraces that had gone so much 
farther than she had ever dreamed they would. 
Ashamed of what she had done to Enid. Ashamed 
of herself—and it was time to come right out and 
say so, Cameron Sinclair was an understanding per- 
son. He would know how to listen to her ugly revela- 
tion. 

But could she tell him of his own wife’s involve- 
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ment. Of the hidden tape-recorder’in the bedroom? 

She could. And did... 

In the den—as he munched his sandwich impas- 
sively—Stacy: let the words flow. With no holding 
back, she outlined the whole sordid story. All of it. 
Once started, there was no way of leaving gaps in 
the woeful tale or suppressing any of the details, 
She was beyond that now. 

And soon she began to feel better. She sipped 
some beer every now and then, and its taste was no 
longer unpleasant. Confession brought solacing re- 
lief. She was unburdened. Free, 

No, not truly free, 

Would she ever be? The big doubt—the doubt of 
herself—would she ever be free of its monstrous im- 
plications? 

“It's sure a mess,” Cameron said at last. “I’ve tried 
to hear you through without interrupting, but I’ve 
got to admit it’s thrown a shock into me.” 

“I'm glad you made me tell you about it. I don’t 
feel quite so awful now that you know.” 

“Uh-huh, I’m glad too. It certainly clears up a few 
things in my mind.” He shook his head, almost in dis- 
belief. “A tape recorder ...” His voice trailed off. 

“I still can’t figure that part of it out.” 

“I can. I knew there was something odd about 
Enid Bedford visiting us here. But I thought Leona 
was only doing her best to be nice to the girl. After 
all, she—” He cut himself short abrupty. “But that 
shouldn’t concern you, I guess. There’s no use drag- 
ging you into it any deeper than you are.” 

“Oh, I'm in deep, all right.” 
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“Not really, Stacy. You only did what you were 
forced to do. Leona and I will have to fight it out 
between ourselves.” His face contorted in a wry 
grimace. “Not that I'm much good when it comes 
to fighting her. She usually manages to get her own 
way. But it’s over for you. Why don’t you just try to 
forget it?” 

Stacy shrugged ruefully. “Forget it? Don’t I wish 
I could. It isn’t just Leona or the tape machine or 
even Enid. It’s me—don’t you see that? It’s me.” 

“You? What do you mean?” 

“Well, that woman in Detroit. And the girls in the 
sorority. Then Leona—and Enid. All women. Cam- 
eron, what am I—a pervert?” 

“Oh. You—you'’ve never been with a man?” 

“I—I didn’t say that. Two or three times, I guess, 
Maybe even more. I'm no virgin. But this other thing 
has gotten under my skin. And that damn school— 
with no boys around. I'll probably wind up as a real 
Lesbian. What the hell, I suppose it would serve 
me right if I did.” 

“Hey, slow down. You're building up quite a case 
against yourself. No need for that.” 

“No? Well, I'm going to have to prove it.” 

“Prove it? Oh...” 

“See what I mean, Cameron? Until I know I can 
enjoy a man, I'll never be sure.” 

“Uh-huh. Well, find yourself some nice boy 
and——” 

“Where? Cameron, where do I find one? They 
just are not available to Fairfax girls. So I'm going 
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to have to spend the rest of the school year ‘in tor- 
ture. Unless...” 

“Hmm?” ; 

A sudden boldness gripped her, The man sitting 
over there across the little den, so clean-looking, so 
kind. And—of course—so available. There he was. 
And here she was. Would he turn her down? ‘What 
if she got up like this and— 

“Stacy, what are you——” 

“Please. Let me. Cameron... please.” 

“But that’s just plain——” 

“I have to. Don’t you understand? I have to. I have 
to find out right now, Call it an experiment. Call it 
whatever you like, But if I don’t do it now, I might 
never have the courage to try again. I'll be gay all 
my life.” ‘ 

“Come now, aren’t you being overly dramatic?” 
His voice sounded less steady, somehow. 

“How about you? Don’t you want to get even 
with Leona?” 

“Get even? Oh...” 

Stacy sank to the floor in front of him. Her fingers 
touched the folds of his robe. He shuddered mo- 
mentarily and then started to lean over toward her. 

“No,” she murmured. “Let me.” ° 

He relaxed, sighing. 

Her fingers strayed. Then she bent low and let 
her lips see what her closed eyes could not, The 
urge overwhelmed her—the all-pervading, powerful 
urge—and she went frantically berserk. 

But she reckoned without him. Without his need. 
His body twitched and then, caught in a frenzy that 
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paralleled hers, he was out of his chair and on the 
floor, sweeping her into his embrace. Clasping her 
to him and striving to weld their separate indentities. 

She yielded, moaning deep in her throat. This was 
a man. Not a woman. Not a female creature like her- 


self. A man. 


No, he was more than that. He was one particular 
man, not just any man. He was Cameron Sinclair 
and he was the best thing that had ever happened 
to her in all her life. Ah, if she could have this man 
for her very own—completely and without reserva- 
tion—would anything else even matter? 

But even if she couldn't. Even if he was hers only 
for this one marvelous moment, she knew she would 
never forget it. Because she was free. The monstrous 
doubt was gone. She was a real woman. A man’s 
woman, 

ameron Sinclair’s woman, 
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CHAPTER FIFTEEN 


THEY WERE ALL out in the flower garden, maneuvered 
there by the efficient hostess, and Harry knew it 
had been done strictly for his benefit. This was the 
time, of course, for him to collect the tape from the 
girls’ bedroom. 

But something had certainly gone sour among the 
whole bunch of them. The two chicks were acting 
mighty peevish toward each other, or at least that 
was the impression he got. Leona seemed more of- 
ficious than usual, Even Cameron Sinclair wasn’t 
the same affable guy he had been. And worst of all, 
the beautiful little blonde had said something about 
taking an early train back to her school. 

And that just didn’t seem right... 

No. Dammit, after that happy conversation last 
night and that terrific good-night kiss, her sudden 
change of heart just didn’t make sense. Oh, it wasn’t 
a change of heart, exactly—not toward him, anyway. 
They hadn’t said much at breakfast, but the look in 
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her eyes told him it wasn’t his fault. But she was 
leaving, just the same, and it sure bothered him. 

It bothered him plenty. Yeah. Because he had 
spent a pretty rough night after that kiss. Not be- 
cause of the kiss, of course, not by a long shot. Kisses 
like that one were few and far between, and he 
treasured the thrilling memory of it. 

But he knew who she was now. Or rather, who her 
grandfather was. The famous Luther Bedford, the 
one who had battled Leon Muller for control of the 
company in Chicago. Muller had won, but after his 
death it was old Luther Bedford who had stepped 
in and cleaned up the outfit’s rather shady reputation. 

And now Bedford was moving out again to take 
on that important Washington appointment, Okay. 
Did any of it have anything to do with Leona and 
the tape recorders? 

Maybe. Maybe not. But Harry was sure of one 
thing now—he was going to run that tape privately 
before he handed it over to Leona Sinclair. In doing 
so, he was getting out of line, he knew. It was a 
flagrant violation of orders. But come hell or high 
water, he was going to do it. 

And he dreaded what he might find... 

In the girls’ room he felt like a sneak thief again. 
But the job took only a few minutes. None of the 
servants were around, and through the window he 
could see the others strolling around the colorful 
flower beds, shepherded by Leona. From this dis- 
tance, everything looked calm and serene. But he 
had a hunch none of them actually felt that way. 

And neither did he. 
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But it was nothing compared to the sense of fore- 
boding that held him as he stole back to his own 
place in the little guesthouse with the tape in his 
pocket. He hated to put it on. But he hated not to. 

For the first time in quite a while. money wasn't 
such a paramount issue. Sure, he needed the dough. 
Without it he might be forced into climbing those 
Tolliver hills—a fate worse than death, practically, 
With it the last of his creditors would be paid and 
Mrs. Tolliver would go unclimbed. But what the 
hell, money wasn’t everything, was it? 

Anyway, perhaps he was taking too dim a view 
of the situation. The tape might be legit. Just a gag. 
And in that case, there would be no problem. Leona 
would never know that he had checked it in ad- 
vance. All well and good. Money in the bank. No 
sweat, no strain—and no Tolliver mountain. 

If the tape was only a joke. 

And if not? What then? Could he let five hun- 
dred smackers go down the drain? A thousand, more 
likely, counting the weekend yet to come. So? 

He didn’t know. He just didn’t know... 

The little portable machine was under his bed. 
He pulled it out and plugged its cord into the house 
circuit. Then, with shaking fingers, he set the tape 
into place. 

He switched it on, let it warm up, gulped—and hit 
the playback button. It went into action. 

Voices... 

Stacy's. Enid’s. Casual conversation. Certainly 
nothing out of the ordinary. Just two college kids 
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undressing and getting ready for bed. Casual con- 
versation, 

Relieved, he lit a cigarette and sat down to listen, 
It made him feel cheap, eavesdropping like this. But 
he was glad he was hearing nothing worse than this 
kidding bit of dialogue. Just casual conversation. 
Sounds of water running and teeth being brushed. 
The gurgling flush of the john. 

Huh? 

But what was this? Now. Casual conversation? 

Hell, no! 

The cigarette burned his fingers and he dropped 
it, muttering a curse. But not too loud a curse. His 
ears were straining to pick up every sound, 

And what sounds! Enid. Stacy. Pet names—honey 
and darling and dearest. And other names—less pret- 
ty. Talk. Murmurs, Whispers. Loud talk. Even small 
shrieks. He couldn’t see it, but he knew what was 
going on. Most of the time, anyway. 

Other times, well, he just couldn't tell. That god- 
dam creaking of bedsprings. Now and then a jumble 
of noises that were totally indecipherable. It was 
pretty wild. And weird to listen to. Like a TV set 
with the picture tube on the blink and the sound 
system working okay. 

Suddenly he realized how hard he was staring at 
the machine. The two revolving reels, one unwind- 
ing, the other winding—his gaze seemed pinned to 
the synchronized circles of motion and the strip of 
tape that stretched between them. It had the effect 
of some kind of mechanically induced mesmeric 
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spell, akin to the trance brought on by the rotating 
spiral dise of a practising hypnotist. 

He closed his eyes. 

And everything got worse. Now it was as if he 
was peering at the stage of a tiny theatre. His sealed 
eyelids formed a dark backdrop for the two inter- 
laced nude figurines. It was unreal as a magic-lantern 
projection, and yet the naked bodies were three- 
dimensional creatures of flesh and blood. 

The strange vision persisted. Imaginary as it was, 
it carried him to the very brink of empathy. In an- 
other minute he would be clambering up on that 
stage to join the melee. Or at least to get a closer 
look at the spicy spectacle. 

Damn! A stab of self-censure goaded his eyes open 
again. His mind was playing tricks on him. He should 
have been trying to grasp this thing objectively and 
not like some lip-licking moron cozened by a carni- 
val hootchie-cootchie show. 

Because there was a pattern unfolding that de- 
manded his sober concentration. It was hazy, but 
growing clearer with ever turn of the twin spools. 
One girl knew what was going on. The other didn’t. 
One was leading, the other following. No, it wasn’t 
a seduction—it had gone far beyond that. Neverthe- 
less, the sequence was becoming apparent, and its 
significance sliced into his skull with the impact 
of a meat cleaver, 

Stacy was aware of the tapel 

It was obvious now that Stacy—despite her dis- 
junct fits of momentary abandon—was playing a 
calculated scene. She was forcing Enid into excesses 


140 





that were meant to be recorded. The tape was a 
definite factor in the affair, and its presence seemed 
to be a direct influence on Stacy’s performance. 

Harry clenched his fists. That woman. Leona Sin- 
clair, That bitch! Was there no limit to her fiendish 
cunning? No, this was no gag. No joke. No amusing 
little hoax on a pair of unsuspecting college kids. 
Nobody would ever get a laugh out of it. Except 
Leona, of course. And hers would be a laugh of 
triumph. 

Triumph? 

Triumph over what? It was some sort of black- 
mail scheme, pure and simple, But what for? Money? 
No, that couldn’t be it. Leona Sinclair already had 
more money than she knew what to do with. But 
she wanted something—and wanted it enough to 
take this devious means of gaining her victory. 

Aside from Leona, there was the little blonde 
beauty to consider now. Enid. The victim. The dupe. 
Last night—right here—standing at the door. The kiss 
had been real, dammit, a thing like that just couldn’t 
have been faked. And it had taken place after the 
Lesbian affair. Well, that too had its significance. It 
was her means of protest. The kid was straight. She 
was decent. Normal. Was he going to let her take 
this rap? 

Harry stopped the machine, grimacing wanly. 
Since when had he become so chivalrous? What the 
hell did Enid Bedford mean to him? She was just 
another mixed-up kid, that was all. Why should he 
knock himself out to get her out of a jam? 

Why? Well, maybe it was for the same reason 
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that he was seeing everything from her side of the 
picture. The same reason that made him judge her 
innocent and everyone else guilty, Because he knew 
~—and the knowledge was painful—that only a guy 
in love could be biased enough to absolve her of 
those godawful sins that he had just heard her par- 
ticipate in, 

Gloomily he reversed the tape and ran it again. 
The voices came on. Demands. Refusals, Entreaties, 
Denials. Proposals. Demurrals, And then accept- 
ances, All the negatives turning to positives and be- 
coming blurred and confused in his aching ears and 
tortured brain. 

He listened. All the way through. And in the wel- 
come silence that followed its end, he just sat there 
and stared. Stared at the goddam gadget and won- 
dered if somebody had slipped some hashish into his 
cigarette. Or opium in his morning coffee. He sure as 
hell had the shakes. Bad, 
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CHAPTER SIXTEEN 


Luncu was A dismal affair, fraught with tension, and 
only Leona got any enjoyment out of it. She was in 
control, she knew, and it was nice to sit there and 
take advantage of it. To make clever quips and domi- 
nate the table-talk while everyone else huddled in- 
side their shells and spoke up only when sheer 
courtesy made it necessary. 

The zero hour was approaching. No, she hadn’t 
planned it quite this way. Given the choice, she 
- would have preferred to wait until the last possible 
minute—and that should have been some two weeks 
from now. Or even longer. Certainly after the com- 
ing stag-party and not before it. The three executives 
might have been won over—or pushed over—to her 
way of thinking, and there would have been no need 
to attack Luther Bedford. 

One tape was ready. Her original scheme had been 
set up on the basis of having all four of them in her 
possession before revealing her hand. One for Kling, 
one for Englander, one for Hutton—each man starring 
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in his own taped scene, along with a few discreetly 
hired call-girls as co-stars. And if the stag-party 
tapes weren't convincing enough, then—and then 
only—would she have brought out last night’s handi- 
work. 

But the plan was changed now, Stacy had spilled 
the beans—foolish girl—and her loyalty could no 
longer be counted on. Cameron had been blazing 
mad, of course, and he was still smoldering. But 
there wasn’t much he could do about it, short of com- 
mitting murder or making a public scandal. And 
Cameron was too weak for such far-fetched measures. 

Stupid Stacy! Now the girl’s own duplicity would 
be known. If she had kept her mouth shut, it might 
have remained a secret forever. The whole purpose 
of the plot might have been accomplished without 
any recourse to last night’s tape. The three Chicago 
bigwigs respected Old Luther, but they probably 
would have done anything to save their own skins. 
And that anything could have included a “yea” vote 
for Leon Muller’s daughter to take over the com- 
pany. 

Oh well, no matter. Let poor Enid take the shock 
and let Luther Bedford bear the brunt. Let Stacy 
squeal and let Cameron howl and let the two of 
them get as chummy as they cared to with each 
other. It didn’t make much difference, really. The 
end result would be the same, 

For that matter, it might even come sooner. A 
change in Old Luther’s attitude might be sufficient 
to sway the other three in her favor right off the bat. 
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: And then she wouldn’t have to wheedle Cameron 
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into the stag-party idea all over again. 

Smiling in self-complacency, Leona glanced 
around the table. Nice people, all of them, But just 
not very smart. At least not smart enough to buck 
true genius. Because genius takes pains to cover 
every possible contingency. Even one as unforeseen 
as Stacy’s stupid blunder. In the win-or-lose struggle 
for survival, genius always comes out on top. 

But lunch was ending and it was time. The zero 
hour. Cute empty-headed Enid thought she was 
going to catch the afternoon train out. Well, she 
had another guess coming. The kid would probably 
fall apart and need smelling-salts to be put back 
together into one piece again. With all the king’s 
horses and all the kings men to aid in the process. 

Leona chuckled at the notion. “Humpty Dumpty 
sat on the wall,” she murmured aloud. 

“What?” Cameron was frowning at her. 

“Humpty Dumpty sat on—” 

“J heard you,” he muttered. 

“Cood.” She smiled brightly. “Now shall we all 
go into the living room? I'd like to spring my little 
surprise before Enid leaves. Harry, would you bring 
me that special item, please, like a good boy? And 
the equipment for running it, too.” 

“Don’t do it,” Cameron said. “Harry, don’t. You 
have no idea what it’s going to—” 

“Sorry.” Harry stood up brusquely, all but ignor- 
ing Cameron’s plea. “I'll be right back, Leona.” 

“Hurry, won't you? We're all impatient for our 
little joke.” She watched him scurry off toward the 
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guesthouse, “You see, Harry works for me—and no 
one else.” 

Enid gasped. “Harry works for you?” 

“Why, yes, child, didn’t you realize that? Now let’s 
not waste any more time. Come into the living 
room.” 
~ Enid looked puzzled. Stacy was pale. Cameron 
quivered in suppressed rage. Only Leona, enjoying 
every moment of it to the fullest, was calm. In the 
big living room they all took seats at her request. 
Harry returned with the portable machine and set 
it up for the playback. 

Leona nodded happily. “Thank you, Harry. You 
may go now, since this really has nothing to do with 

“Uh-huh. Well, call me if you need me. I'll be out 
there in my cubbyhole.” He looked at Leona, threw 
a quick, searching glance toward Enid and then was 
gone, 

Leona moved around the room, closing all the 
doors. “There. I think we can go ahead now. Now 
first of all I'd like to—” 

“Nol” Cameron said sharply. “Leona, don’t!” _ 

“Try and stop me.” Leona glared at him. 

He slumped into his chair as if her sudden ire 
had sapped his will. Stacy reached over and patted 
his arm in sympathy. 

Enid shook her head in obvious bewildernment. 
“Whatever it is, I do wish you'd get on with it. I've 
got to pack my——” 

“Hush, child,” Leona said. “After all, this is mainly 

146 


for your benefit. But you're quite right—let’s get 
on with it.” 

“My benefit?” 

“Yes, Yours and your grandfather's. I want you 
to—” 

“My grandfather? Leona, what are you talking 
about?” 

“You'll see. Or rather, you'll hear. Enid, I want 
you to listen closely. It’s just a little tape-recording 
made of a certain, ah, conversation, we'll call it. 
And then we can have a nice, pleasant discussion 
period afterward. I'll be glad to answer your ques- 
tions then,” With a small flourish, Leona hit the 
switch, 

The reels rolled. Voices came on. Enid clutched 
the arms of her chair as the sounds became plainly 
recognizable. The voices talked back and forth. 

Leona smiled. Oh yes, she had chosen the right 
man for the job. Every word was coming over 
clearly. Every noise, The two girls were getting 
ready for bed and she could hear them as if she 
were right in the same room, 

And then—with an abrupt shock—there was a 
change. A deeper voice came on. A male voice. Harry 
Dunlap’s voice. 

“That’s all, Mrs. Sinclair. That’s all you're going 
to hear.” The tape kept moving. “I’ve erased every- 
thing else. This is the end, as far as you're con- 
cerned...” 

Leona winced. 

The voice went on, “Enid, this was meant for you. 
It’s a tape of what went on last night between you 

147 


and Stacy. Or at least it ‘was until I erased it. It was 
Leona’s idea, Stacy must have known about it, also: 
Leona hired me to make it, so I guess I'm guilty, too, 
in a way. But I couldn't go through with it. I finally 
figured out that it was meant to blackmail your 
grandfather. I don’t know what for. I don’t even want 
to know, And neither should you. Enid, believe me, 
please—get out of here. Get out of this house and 
never come back, It’s full of poison. Yes, I said 
poison! If you want to catch that train I'll help you. 
But if you never want to see me again, I can’t blame 
you. One way or the other, though, get out of this 
madhouse, Run, Enid—run!/” 

The voice stopped. But Enid was already on her 
feet and racing out the door. Cameron leaped up 
and followed, shouting for her to stop. 

Leona collapsed in her chair, That voice, that bit- 
ter voice. Was she going crazy? Was it some kind 
of bad dream from which she would soon awaken? 

Harry Dunlap. A mechanic. A stupid mechanic— 
that was all he was. A laborer, practically. What 
could have prompted him to do this thing to her? 
How could she have possibly misjudged him so 
badly? How? 

Where did I go wrong? 

Cameron returned, the grin on his face stretching 
from ear to ear, “It’s all right,” he said. “She ran 
out to the guesthouse. She’s with Harry. They're kiss- 
ing. I didn’t want to get too close, but it sure looked 
like love. Even from a distance.” 

Leona shuddered. Kissing? Harry and Enid? Love? 
Was that where she had made her mistake? 
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Love. Young love. How ridiculous! 

Okay, so the battle was lost. But it was only a 
battle, not a war. It wasn’t the end of the world. And 
she wouldn’t break down. No, she wouldn't. Not in 
front of this husband of hers, with that silly grin on 
his face. And that treacherous little dyke who didn't 
know enough to keep her mouth shut. She couldn't 
let herself break down and give them that satis- 
faction. 

“Took at this,” Cameron said. “It’s still running. . 
We're wasting the tape. Come on, Leona, show me 
how to turn it off. You know all about these things, 
don’t you?” His tone dripped sarcasm. “You know 
all about everything.” 

Leona stifled a scream. But her anger was too 
much to bear. “Shut up, damn you! You... you... 
pompous Sinclair...” 

“Please, my dear, no harsh words. Or I might for- 
get my Sinclair breeding just long enough to spit in 
your eye.” 

Stacy giggled half-hysterically, And at last, unable 
to hang on any longer, Leona buried her face in her 
hands. Then, as Cameron’s next words struck home, 
her dry sobs turned to damp ones. 

“Humpty Dumpty sat on the wall...” 
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CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 


LEONA COULD NoT remember how she got through 
the rest of the day. But toward evening, a sense of 
calmness began to seep back into her. After all, she 
had to go on living. And she would do it with poise 
and grace. One mistake didn’t mean the end of 
everything. Not for the daughter of Leon Muller, 

The household managed itself. The servants 
worked, Dinner was cooked and served—dinner for 
three. Enid Bedford and Harry Dunlap were gone. 
Only Stacy remained, And Leona could hardly wait 
for her to leave, too, 

Only it didn’t work out that way... 

“Leave?” Stacy said. “But where can I go?” 

“Back to Fairfax, of course.” 

“No. I'll never go back there. Do you expect me 
to face Enid after what happened? Never.” 

Cameron agreed. “Leona, she’s got a point there, 
Although it does seem a shame to drop out of school. 
Stacy, are you sure you won't——" 

“Please.” Stacy’s expression was forlorn. “I can’t 
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even think about it. Fairfax is impossible now. No, 
I'll just have to get out on my own and find a job.” 

“A job...” Cameron’s eyes twinkled. “Well now, 
that shouldn’t be too difficult. Leona, won't you 
help?” 

“Tll help,” Leona said dully. 

“Fine. With Leona helping, you can’t miss. All 
right, Stacy, what can you do? What are your 
talents?” 

“Talents?” Stacy giggled. 

“Hmm, I see what you mean. Still, let’s not sell 
anything short. You do have talent—in your own 
peculiar way. I found that out last night. Or early 
this morning, rather, As a matter of fact, 'd say you 
were extremely talented.” 

“Thank you, kind sir. Can you use me?” 

“Why, yes, I think so.” 

Leona raised her head. “I'm missing something. 
Just what are you talking about?” 

“Just this,” Cameron said. “Stacy is going to stay 
here with us. As a social secretary, perhaps. Or a 
companion, Would you like that, Stacy?” 

“Well... yes, of course. I'd love it.” 

“Fine, then. It’s settled.” 

“Settled?” Leona frowned. “I haven't said yes, 
have I?” 

“No, my dear, you haven't. But I’m sure you will. 
After all, you've made use of Stacy's talents in the 
past, from what I gather. And you may want to in 
the future, provided Stacy is willing. Of course, you 
might have to coax her a little.” 
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“Cameron, I don’t understand you. Are you telling 
me that it’s all right if Stacy and I” 

“Wait, Leona. I'd better explain. Yes, I’m saying 
exactly what you're thinking. If Stacy is willing, it’s 
fine with me. But by the same token, you must un- 
derstand the rest of it, too. You see, my dear, Stacy 
and I are... well, uh...” 

“What?” 

“Oh, don’t look so shocked. Stacy and I are on the 
best of terms. The most intimate, you might say. 
Right, Stacy?” 

“Uh-huh.” 

“Cameron, nol” Leona grew tense. “I absolutely 
forbid it. I'm not going to be your wife and have 
you and this——” 

“Tut-tut, my love. Mustn’t get overwrought, you 
know. Besides, you didn’t mind my indulging in 
such pleasures when it suited your purpose. When 
you sent me off to become friendly with Sam Eng- 
lander, I mean.” 

“Oh...” 

“So you'd better not mind it now.” Cameron’s tone 
hardened. “Forbid it all you like. But Stacy is stay- 
ing, And frankly, there isn’t a damn thing you can 
do about it. Unless you want a divorce, of course. 
Do you?” 

Silence fell. Leona bit her lip. 

“Well, my dear? Do you? Just say the word and 
we'll arrange it. In fact, it might be a very good——” 

“No...” Leona’s voice was hollow. “No, Cameron, 
I don’t want a divorce.” 

“And Stacy?” 
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“Stacy can stay.” 

“That’s no way to say it, Leona. It’s almost rude. 
And we Sinclairs have a reputation for gentility, re- 
member? Of course, you're only a Sinclair by mar- 
riage, but——” 

“Cameron, don’t rub it in.” 

“Then be civil to Stacy. Ask her if she'd like to 
stay with us. Ask her politely.” 

Another silence. Then, “All right. Stacy—uh, Cam- 
eron and I would like you to stay. Will you?” 

“Yes, thank you.” 

Cameron chuckled... 

After dinner, upstairs in her own suite, Leona 
soaked in the bathtub for a long time. As usual, Pop- 
py fussed over her solicitously, But a certain curi- 
osity was noticeable in the maid’s manner. Was it 
true that Miss Stacy was going to live here? 

Leona did not answer. At the moment, she was in 
no mood to make explanations for such a phenome- 
non. And she didn’t have to, at least not to a servant 
girl. Under Cameron’s rough treatment, she had 
fallen pretty low. But not that low. 

And later, ready for bed, she decided that things 
weren't really as bad as they seemed. All her plot- 
ting and planning had gone for naught, true, but 
there were bound to be other chances to achieve 
the success she was looking for. And if not, well, she 
still had her beauty and her health, And her hus- 
band. 

Oh yes, she had something else too. Stacy. Stacy 
and those delightful Gamma Delta pastimes. That 
first weekend together had been great. There would 
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certainly be more—and just as great. She knew how 
to handle Stacy, 

From behind Cameron’s door she could hear 
noises. In her sheer nightgown she tiptoed over and 
put her ear against the panel. Sounds struck her. 
Giggles. Laughter. Male and female. Cameron was 
wasting no time, it seemed. 

And who could blame him? Stacy was so cute. 
Such a delicious thing. And such a bundle of un- 
repressed energy. She was giving Cameron a good 
time, no doubt. 

It was exciting to listen to. She wondered what 
they looked like together. Cameron—so handsome. 
Stacy—so young and pretty. The two of them in a 
wild embrace. Oh, if she only had nerve enough to 
walk in and join them! 

Well, why not? 

Of course. It would be fun, yes, but even more 
than that it would smooth things over all around. 
It would make living at Stonecrest more peaceful for 
everyone concerned. And it would please Cameron 
to see her asking for this. He was getting a kick out 
of humbling her. 

All right, she didn’t mind being humble. Not if it 
would lead to what she wanted. What she needed. 
Because she was really excited at the prospect now. 
She could feel her blood warming and her bathed 
and perfumed skin tingling, Cameron and Stacy— 
both at the same time, Sex—d trois—what a lark! 

She tapped on the door. 

The noises stopped. Then, “Yes? is that you, 
Leona?” Cameron’s voice. “Come on in.” 
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She entered. The two were naked. They looked 
so beautiful together. The sight took her breath 
away. And she wasn’t at all jealous. After all, wasn’t 
she going to be a part of it in another minute or 
two? 

Their tight embrace did not slacken. With his 
hands still involved in an intricate caress, Cameron 
glanced up at her. “What is it, Leona? Do you want 
something?” 

“Please...uh...” 

“Yes?” 

She could scarcely get the words out. Passion was 
bursting within her, rising up to choke the speech 
in her throat. “Please, May I...uh...” 

“Hmm? May you what?” 

Meekly, timidly, “May I join you? Please?” 

“Oh. Stacy, Leona wants to join us.” 

“Uh-huh.” 

“Do you want her to?” 

“Uh...do you?” 

“The choice is yours, darling. It’s up to you.” 

“Then—no! No, no, no. Cameron, all I want is you. 
Just you. I don’t care about anyone else.” Stacy's 
nude body rocked in a paroxysm of eagerness. 

“I'm glad, darling, I’m glad. Sorry, Leona. You'll 
have to——” But Stacy’s frenzied clutch already had 
his attention. His attention—and all of him, 

Leona turned away. Hurt. Angered. And worst of 
all, frustrated. Terribly frustrated. The craving in 
her flesh was torment beyond belief. She was on fire 
and there was no one to quench it. 

In her own bedroom the pictures on the wall 
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mocked her. The glamorous Leona Sinclair. The pub- 
lic image. And she might just as well be only an 
image and not a real woman with woman’s wants. 
Because she was alone. With no one to satisfy those 
wants, 

No one? 

Well... of course there was... 

She moved out into the hallway and glided down 
the stairs. Went back through the kitchen and found 
the right door. Pushed it open without knocking. 

“Poppy?” 

“Ma’am. What are you—” 

“I thought I'd pay you a little visit.” 

“Yes, ma’am. But—but what for?” 

“Well, I...” Damn. Why was she all choked up 
like this? She didn’t have to stand on ceremony with 
her maid, did she? 

“Oh. I understand, ma’am.” 

“You do? Then—” 

“But I’m really not like that, ma’am. I’ve got me a 
nice boy friend in town.” 

“Oh.” 

“But if you want to, ma’am, I guess I won’t mind,” 
Poppy flipped her light blanket aside. Her skin 
gleamed. Like the color of cream-tinged coffee. “But 
you'll have to do it all yourself. Like I said, ma’am, 
I'm just not...uh...” 

Leona was silent. Her pulses throbbed. The walls 
of the tiny room were closing in on her. She coulda’t 
talk, She couldn’t move. She couldn't breathe. 

The dark thighs shifted provocatively. “Ma'am?” 

“Yes. Oh yes, Poppy... yes...” 
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Domain 
of the sexually 


damned! 


Lurking behind the smoke screen 
of her “model” marriage, Leona 
loved to pounce and sink her sex- 
ual fangs in any man or woman 
hapless enough to be her guest. 
After she sapped their will to re- 
sist, Leona would lure them into 
her round of sex games — games 
where nothing counted but the 
action! 
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